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" Hmo tomes if to pass" wondfrcd a travcUry 07^er twenty 
years (Ji^o, thaty 'chctt tlic Aincricaii people think it 7i'orth 

while to pay a 7 isit to Europe almost (.xcliisivcly to see 
^^Switurland and Italy ; when in 1866 twenty-one thousand 

Amerieans visited Rameand seven tAousand English ; 
**sa few shmtfd think it worth while to visit the PyreneesJ 
**/tis eertainiy the only eimUud eountry we have visited with- 
" ont finding Amerieans there before us. Is it aeddent or 
" capriee, or part of a system of leaving it to the lasty — which 
** ' Uiit ' never comes I The feast is piinidcdy — where are the 
** x'uests ? The French Pyrenees form one of the loveliest 
" gardens in Europe and a perfect place for a summer holi- 
•* day. *La beaute ici est sereine et le plaisir est pur* " 

The query is stUl unanswered to-day. The stream of 
summer Joumeyii^s Europe has swollen to a river s it 
has overflowed to the Arttie Oeean^ to the Baltie, to the Blaek 
Sea and the Mediterranean. The Pyrenees^ — a garden not 
only, but a lemd of sterner seenery as welli^^almost alone 
remain by our nation of travelers unvisited and unknown. 
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CHAPTER i. 
IN PERSPECTIVE. 

" In fortune's empire hiinrlly thus ve go J 
We wander after palhicss dcMiiiy, 
Whose dark resorts since prudence cannot know. 
In vain it woidd provide for what shall be/* 

A TKiP to the Pyrenees is not in the Grand Tour. It 
is not even in any southerly extension of the (irand 
Tour. A proposition to c.\[)h>it llicm meets a dubious 
reception. Pictures arise of desolate gorges ; of lonely 
roads atui dangerous trails : of dismal roadside inns, 
where, when you halt for the night, a " repulsive-look- 
ing landlord receives the unhappy man, exchanges a look 
of ferocious intelligence with the driver/'— and the usual 
melodramatic midnight carnage probably ensues. The 
Pyrenees seem to echo the motto of their old counts, 
"TvufAes-y, situ Tests ! ** the name seems to stand vaguely 
for untested discomforts, for clouds and chasms, and 
Spanish banditti in blood-red eapas; to be, in a word, 
a symbol of an undiscovered country which would but 
doubtfully reward a resolve to discover. 
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Yet there is a fascination in the project, as we discuss 
a summer tour. There, we know, are mountiins whose 
sides arc nearlv Alpine, whose shoulckrs arc of snow and 
ghirier, whose heads rise to ten find eleven thousand feet 
abo\ c tlic i>ea. There, we know, must be savage scenery, 
— ra\ incs, cliffs, ice-rivcis, as in the Alps ; valleys and 
streams and fair pastures as well, and a richer southern 
sunlight over the uplands ; besides a people less warped 
by tourists, intensely tenacious of the jiast, and still 
tingling with their old local love of country, — a people 
with whom, " to be a B^amais is greater than to be a 
Frenchman.'* 

To visit the Pyrenees, too, will be almost to live again 
in the Middle Ages. The Roman, the Moor, the Pala- 
din, Froissart, Henry of Navarre, have marked the region 
both in romance and in soberer fact. Its valleys have 
individual histories ; its aged towns and castles, stirring 
biographies. The i)rovinces on its northern flanks, once 
a centre, a nucleus, of old French chivalry, arc saturated 
with mediievnl advcntr.re. One visits the Alps to be in 
the tide of travel, to lind health in the air, to feel the 
religion of noble mountains. In the Pyrenees is nil this, 
and more, — the [»rebent and the ]jast as well. As we 
call down the shades of old chroniclers from the dust of 
upper library tiers, wc grow more and more in desire of 
a closer acquaintance. Caesar, Charlemagne, Roland, 
the Black Prince, Gaston Phoebus, Montgomery and 
knightly King Henry stand in ghostly armor and beckon 
us on. 
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II. 

Facts of detail ].r()vi' farther to seek. We inquire 
almost in vain lor travelers' notes on the Pyrenees. 
Those wko had written on Spanish travel spoke of the 
range admiringly. But these authors, we find, invaria- 
h\y, only passed by the eastern extremity, or the western, 
of the great mountain wall ; the mountains themselves 
they did not visit. Search in the large libraries brings 
out a few scant volumes of Pyrenean travel, but all, 
with two or three exceptions, bear date within the first 
three-fifths of the century. It is with books, often, as 
with the yuranfm, the wine of the Pyrenees, and with 
certain other vintages : age improves them only up to a 
certain limit ; when put away longer than a generation, 
they lose value. 

'I'ainc ^ glowing Ttn/r* itself made nearly thirty years 
ago, is a tit light, almost a marvel ; the style, the tor- 
rent of simile, the vivid thought, rank it as a classic. 
But M. Taine'ij is less a book of travel than a work of 
art ; in the iridescence of the descriptions, you lose 
the reflection of the things described. Even hand* 
books, the way-clearing lictors of travel, prove, as to the 
Pyrenees region, first scarce and then scanty. The few 
we unearth in the stores are armed only with the usual 
perfunctory fasces of facts, — cording information into 
stiff, labeled bunches, marshaling details into cramped 
and characterless order, scrutinizing the ground with a 
microscope, never surveying it in bird's-eye view. Two 
recent novels we eagerly buy, hearing that their scenes 
arc laid in that vicinity ; but each merely speaks, in easy 
omniscience, of the " distant chain of blue mountains," 
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or of the " far-off snow-pcaks outlined against the hori- 
zon," and the fiction proves hardly worth sifting for so 
little fact. Plainly the Pyrenees lack the voluminous 
literature of the Alps. Plainly we shall have, in part, 
to grope our way. The grooves of Anglo-Saxon travel are 
many and deep, lined increasingly with English speech 
and customs ; but th^ have not yet been cut into these 
Spanish mountains. 

The search enlarges the horizon, however. The lonely 
roads we learn to qualify in thought with occasional 
branches of railway ; the dangerous trails* with certain 
cultivated highways; the dismal road-stde inns» with 
spasmodic hotels, some even named confidently as " pala- 
tial." We read of spas and springs and French society, 
more than of chasms and banditti. We realize in sur- 
prise that over all the ])ast of these mountains flows 
now in bracing contrast the easy, laughing tide of mod- 
em French fashion, — life so different in detail, so like 
in kind, to the day of trapping and tourney. 

It is enough : 

" Now are we fix*d, ami now wc will dcp«rt. 
Never to come again till what we seek 

Be found." 

HI. 

Difficulties always lessen after a decision. I casu- 
ally question a doughty Colonel, who has been an 
indefatigable traveler; he has twice girdled the earth, 
and has many times cross-hatched Spain ; he has not 
been to the Pyrenees, but heartily urges the trip. He 
assures me that the banditti there have become, he 
believes, comparatively few ; that they now rarely slit 
their captives' ears, and that present quotations for ran- 
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soms, so he hears, arc ruling very low, much lower than 
at any previous epoch. Thus comforted, we interview 
other traveled friends; but our goal is to all an iin- 
visited district. We find no kindly Old Travelers re- 
turned from Pyrenees soil, to counsel us, advise us, and 
inflict well-meant and inordinate itineraries upon us. 
At least, then, we arc not alone in our ignorance ; it is 
evident that our knowledge of the region is not blamably 
less than that of others, and that the Pyrenees are in lit- 
eral fact a land untrodden by Americans. 

Questions of accessibility now arise. It seems a far 
cry from Paris to the doors of Spain. The Pyrenees are 
not on the way to Italy, as are the Alps. They are not on 
the way around the world, as are the Mountains of Leba- 
non and the Sierras. They are not strictly on the way even 
to Spain. But we consider. Our countrymen are stream- 
ing to Europe, quick-eyed for unhackneyed routes, throw- 
ing over the continent new and endless net-works of 
silver trails, 'riiey travel three full days to reach the 
Norway fjords, and five in addition to see the high noon 
of midnight. They journey a day and night to Berlin, 
and forty-two hours consecutively after, without wayside 
interest, to visit the City of the Great Czar ; if ihcy jter- 
severe toward the Kremlin, and around by " Warsaw's 
waste of ruin," they will have counted a week in a rail- 
way compartment Constantinople and Athens lie two 
thousand miles away, Kaples and Granada nearly as 
far ; all sought, even in summer, though quivering in 
the tropics' livid heat. We came round to our Pyrenees : 
it needs from Paris but nine hours to Bordeaux, with 
coigns of vantage between ; in four hours from Bor- 
deaux, you are by the waters of the Bay of Biscay, or in 
six, in the centre of the Pyrenees chain. 
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IV. 

And so La Champagne leaves its long wake across the 
Atlantic, and we journey down from Paris to the little 
city of the Maid of Orleans ; wander to Tours, the ap- 
proximate scene of the great Saracenic defeat; drive 
along the quays of Bordeaux, and visit its vineyards ; 
and finally come on, in the hixurious cars cf the 
line, to the shores of Cantabria and the |>opular watermg- 
place of Biarritz. 
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CHAPTER II. 



A BISCAYAN BbACH. 

Clearly we are in advance uf the bummer season at 
Biarrits. It is the latter part of June. The air is soft 
and warm, the billows Inp the shore enticingly. But 
fashion has not yet transferred its court ; the van of the 
column only has arrived. A few adventurous bathers 
test the cool surf ; the tabte-d'hdte is sHmly attended ; 
the liverymen coniidentially assure us, as an inducement 
for drives, that their ])rices are now crouching low, for a 
prodigious leap to follow. 

But everything has a pleasing air of anticipation. Since 
we arc to bo out of the season at all, we are glad we arc 
in advance of it. This is the youth of the summer, not 
its old age. People are looking forward ; events arc 
ajjproac hing, instead of receding ; the coming months 
seem big with indefinite promise of benefit and pleasure. 

We quickly bc( ouic imbued witli the general hopctvil- 
ness of the place. Every one has the look of one making 
ready. You hear, all day long, when far enough from 
the waves, a vague, joyous hum of bustle pervading the 
town. The enterprising click of hammer or trowel falls 
constantly on the ear. The masons are at work upon 
the new villas, and our hotel is completing a Ane addi- 
tion for a caf^ ; the stores along the busy little main 
street are being put in order, the windows alluringly 
stocked, and bright awnings unrolled above them, fenders 

>7 
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from the summer's heat. The hotels are fairly awake. 
Everything is rejoicing that the semi-hibernation is over. 

Biarritz, the town, is as delightful, if not as picturef^que, 
as we liad lioi)cd. Perhajts it is loo modern to be 
picturcsciuc. In this part of the world at least, one 
rather recjuires the picturesque to be allied with the old. 
The nucleus of Biarritz is old, but that is out uf bight in 
the modern overgrowth ; Biarritz, as it is, is of this half 
century. 

This is not, on the whole, to be regretted. Biarritz 
has no history, no past of associations, no landmarks to 
be guarded. Vandalism in the form of the modern 
rebuilder can here work more good than harm. Save 
for its location at the edge of the wild Basque country, 
and what it has seen, itself sheltered by obscurity, of the 
forays of that restless people, the place has little to tell. 
It is a watering-place, pure and simple, buoyed entirely 
by the prospering ebb and flow of modern fashion. Let 
us take it as of to-d.iy, not of yesterday, content to seek 
its ( Imrnis under that aspect alone, enjoying it for itself, 
not for its i)edigree. 

Biarritz is ;i prerogative instance of the ni.ignetisni of 
royalty, — oi the social power of the i ourt as an institu- 
tion. It was a walcring-placc, in a small way, before 
Eugenie's advent ; but there was not a tithe of its present 
size and popularity. In 1840, it numbered in all not 
more than fifty houses, a few of them lodgings or humble 
caf^s, but the greater part staid little whitewashed 
summer*dwelling8 with green verandas and occasional 
roof •balconies ; set down irregularly, without street or sys> 
tem, along the sunny slopes of the bluff. Murray's Hand- 
book for 1848 gives it passing notice, and disrespectfully 
styles it the dullest place upon earth for one having 
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no resources of friends upon the spot. But in the modem 
edition of forty years later, the same manual has come 

to describe the place in a very different strain ; assigns 
it a population of nearly 6,000 ; details, with respect, 
its fashionable rank, its villas and increasing hotels, its 
graded streets and driveways ; and among other things 
adds the simple remark that " about twenty-one thonsand 
strangers now visit Biarritz every year." Evidently 
there has been some advance within the span. 

It was the Empress of the French who distilled the 
life-elixir for the quiet little resort. As a maiden, she 
had spent long summers by its shore, and when she was 
become the first lady in the land, she turned still to 
Biarritz, and the midsummer tide of fashion followed 
after her. Across the downs, on the bluff, stands the 
Villa &^imi^ the handsel of Biarritz's prosperity ; and 
here about us is the town that grew up to make her 
court. 

Fair France lost as well as gained when the burning 
walls of the Tuileries crashed in. In these days of the 
plain French Republic, — of its sober, unornamental, busi- 
ness government, — the contrast is vivid with the glitter 
and "go" of I.ouis Napoleon's regime. And the nation 
feels it, and involuntarily grieves over it. The twenty 
years have far from sufficed to smother that certain in- 
born Gallic joy in monarchy, — autocratic rule, a brilliant 
court, leadership in fashion, and all the pomp and 
pageantry which the I'rencli love so well. 

Little more than a century ago, stable governments 
seemed at last to be ruling the world ; civilization had 
come to believe itself finally at peace ; war, it was comp1a> 
centiy said, had finished its work; the coming cycles would 
prove so far tamed as to have outgrown fij^tings and 
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revolutions. Cultured modern history, like Nature, 
would refuse to proceed per saltum. Yet the hundred 
years since gone by have brought wars as fierce, " leaps " 

of government as tremendous, as any century in the past. 
It is this same fair France that Ikt; rontributed more 
than her share of them, and the I'all of the Second Em- 
pire was one of the most dramatic. The world is not, 
after all, so securely merged from the darkness of the 
Dark Ages. Within that ^llort c entury, in Paris itself, 
the very capital of cultured Europe, there has twice up- 
risen a human savagery immeasurably exceeding all the 
tales we are to tell of the fierce past of the Pyrenees. 

It needs an effort to*day to picture the social power of 
France and Eugenie twenty years ago. The mantle has 
not fallen to England and Alexandra. Only a people 
like the French can endue fashion with absolutism. 

Soitwas»that when the Empress came to Hiarritz, "all 
the world ** came also. From the building of her villa 
dates the true origin of Biarritz From that time its growth 
was progressive and sound. ^Vhcn the empire finally fell, 
this creature of its making had already passed the danger- 
point, and so stood unshaken ; Biarritz had become too 
popular, its clientele loo devoted, to part company. 
Even in the winter it has its increaMnu c(jh^ny ; in sum- 
mer its vogue is lieyontl * apric e. 'The sjtarkle of the 
royal occupaliou Iia^ gone, and the rt>yal villa is tenant- 
less ; but the place no longer needs a helping hand, for 
it is abundantly able to walk alone. 

II. 

In the afternoon we wander down to the sands. The 
tide is low. The long billows of the Bay of Biscay roll 
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smugly ID, hypocritical and placid, with nothing to betray 
the unenviable reputation tiicy sustain in mediis aquis. 
The broadi smooth beach is not notably different in 
kind from other beaches ; but we instantly see the 
peculiar charm of its location. The shore sweeps off in 
a long, lazy crescent, rounding up, a mile or two to the 
northward, with the light-house near Bayonnc. South- 
ward wc cannot follow it from where we stand, for the 
near irregularities of uliff cut it off from sight, li.u.k 
from the beach rises the bluff, curving northward with 
the crescent ; at our left it comes boldly down toward 
the water, partitioning the beach and breaking up at the 
edge into strange, gaunt capes and peninsulas. Black 
masses of rock, large and small, are crouching out 
among the waves, tortured by storms into misshapen 
forms and anguished attitudes^ patted and petted into 
fantastic humps and contortions. The strata dip at an 
angle of about twenty-five degrees, and the stone is friable 
and defenceless. Soothingly now the water is running 
over and around these rocks, or whitens their outlines 
with foam ; granting their piteous torsos, in merciful 
caprice, a day's brief respite from the agony of its 
scourgings. 

The afternoon sun shines l)rightly against the bathing 
pavilion, irratliating its red and yellow brick. .Mong the 
narrow, sheltered platform at its front, sii mairouiy 1' rench 
dowagers, holding their daughters, as it were, in leash, 
and talking of women and things, and affairs of state. 
Though early in the season, the beach is well sprinkled 
with people. A few attempt the bathing again, but the 
rest saunter here and there or enjoy beach>chairs at 
a stipulated rental The elderly French gentleman, a dap- 
per and interesting specimen rarely paralleled at home. 
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strolls about contentedly on the asphalt promenade back 
from the beach, smoking a cigar and fingering a light 
bamboo. Younger men, also well-dressed, pass in 
couples, or walk with a mother and daughter, — never 
with the daughter alone. Boatmen and candy-peddlers 
ramble in and out, a Basque fisherman or two linger 
about the scene, and dogs, a pony and a captive monkey, 
add an element of animal life. 

Despite its sunny holiday temperament, Biarritz was 
one of certain Biscayan villages once denounced as 
"given u]) to the worship of ihc devil," — thus, denounced 
by Henry l\'*s bloodthirsty inquisitor. Pierre tk- Lancre, a 
veritable Frt- lu h jeltrcys, and the same wlio in 1609 \nit to 
death no less than eight hundred ]>crs(jn^ on the ground of 
sorcery. '* He tells us that the devils and malignant spirits 
banished from Japan and inc indies took refuge here in 
the mountains of Lubourd. Above all, he asserts that the 
young girls of Biarritz, always celebrated for their beauty, 
' have in their left eye a mark impressed by the devil/" 

Happily we have no devil in this nineteenth century, 
and in the clear glance of these Biarritz peasants loitering 
on the sands, we find that his brand-marks have disap- 
peared with him. 

A few of the faces we meet are English ; many are 
Spanish, and show that Hiarritz draws its worshipers 
from the South as from the North. Indeed, a large 
proportion of its stnnmer society wears the mantilla and 
wields the fan. Otiier marks, too, of Spanish dress are 
here, as where little girls in many-hued outfit romj> 
along the sands, dragooned by dark-iaccd nurses in true 
Iberian costume. Three or four brilliant red parasols 
add amazingly to the general effect of the scene. 
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We repair to the stone paraptl btture the pav iUon, and 
gravely paying our dues for chairs, sit and watch the 
picture. There is no charge for sitting on the beach^ 
but this is severely frowned upon at Biarritz. The dues 
are two sous per chair, and, with true Continental thrift, 
they are always rigorously collected. Whether one wan> 
ders into the open square of the Palais Royal at Paris^ 
or listens to the music in the Place de Tourny at Bor- 
deaux, or watches the waves at Biarritz, the old woman 
with her little black bag at once appears upon the scene. 
Some Frenrhlcss friends in Pari?, on one occasion, 
guilelessly seated in the gardens of the Palais Royal, 
took the collector simply for a pertinacious beggar- 
woman, and waved her airiiv off. She returned to the 
charge, of course, in indignaiu 1 rench, and grew angrier 
every moment as she found herself still loftily ignored. 
A warm fracas was in prospect, when a passing American 
fortunately cleared up the complication ; the woman 
would have called in a gendarme unhesitatingly, to 
enforce her diminutive claim. 

On the bluff, beyond the pavilion, Eugenie's villa, a 
square, rich building of English brick, surveys the scene 
its existence has brought about. Around us, on the 
beach, the nurses sit in the shade of the rocks and dis- 
course on the respective failings of their charges. Chil- 
dren dig in the sand with pail and shovel, with the same 
zest as at home. Child-nature changes little with locality. 
So recently from the great unknown, it is not yet seamed 
and crusted by environment. I sui)i)ose that children 
fairly represent the prehistoric man. Impulse, appetite, 
passion, — all the gusts of the moment sway them. VVc 

quell our emotions so uniformly, as we grow on, that we 
a 
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finally hardly feel their struggles. The children have 
richer life than we, in some respects : 

" I'aith and wonder and the primai earth 
Arc born into the world with every child." 

I make no doubt that Nimrod, or Achilles and Ajax, 
great children that they were, as ready to cry as to feast, 
to laugh as to fight, hunting mightily, sulking in the 
tent, or defying the lightning, — intense, sudden, human 
all through, — drnnk down their strong, muddy poti;)n of 
existence with a sinark tar heartier than the reflective 
sijis of life which ci\ ili/.at!an lias now taught us to lake. 
Chililhood is wide and free .'ind abounding and near to 
nature, and we ran take thoughts from it, and ]ionder, 
perhaps duhiouhly, on the distance we since have lra\ cled. 

The children dig in the sand, and throw it over the 
nurses, just as they are doing at Old Orchard and Old 
Point. Here, with a maid, is a pair of children who 
freely show one attribute of childhood not so pleasing 
as others, — cruelty. They have a little monkey, fastened 
by collar and chain, and it is pitiful and yet ludicrous to 
see the close watch the animal keeps on his captors' 
movements. He has found a slack chain his best policy, 
and adapts his every motion anxiously and solicitously 
to the leaps of the boy. But the utmost vigilance avails 
him little. When tlie ( hild is wenry with running and 
sudden turns, which liave called for ni irvelous dexterity 
of accommodation on the jiart of tlie monkey, the chain 
is hauled rp, with the animal clinging worriedly to it, 
and he is flung far f)ut into the fringe of waves, to pick 
his shivering way uj> again and again from the water. 
These children have a white rat, also, which they chase 
over the sand, and souse into puddles, and otherwise 
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maltreat. It is useless to interfere parentally^ and we 
hardly see our way to buying either rat or monkey, even 
to ensure them a peaceable old age. One wonders why 

children have this (jueer taint of cruelty. Unconscious 
crucUy it may be, but it seems none the less out of place 
in their fresh, unused nature. We outgrow some rude 
N iccs as well as rude virtues, in becoming older, and 
there is comfort in that. 

III. 

The bluff, coming out to the sea, cuts off, close at 

hand, the cur^e of the shore toward the south, and we 
climb by a sloping path. From the top^ we look down 
in)on the beach we have left; back upon the downs 
cluster the numberless private villas which form a 
feature of Diarnt/ ; to the left. o\'er the near roofs and 
hotels of the towu. w c can see liic first far-off pickets of 
the Pyrenees ; while immediately in front now api)ear 
below us three or four rocky l)a)s ami covi-s, broken by 
the lines of the cliff and partly sheltered by the rocks 
out at sea. Many of these rocks," writes an old-time 
visitor,* in the pleasantly aging English of 1840, " are 
perforated with holes, so that, with a high sea and an in> 
coming tide, and always, indeed, in some degree, when 
the tide flows, the water pours through these hollows 
and rents, presenting the singular appearance of many 
cascades. Some of the rocks lying close to the shore, 
and many of tho^e w hich form the cliff, are worn into 
vast caverns. In these the waves make ceaseless music, 
— a hollow, dismal sound, like distant thunder,— and 
when a broad, swelling wave bounds into these caverns 

* Inc.lik: StviturkMd auti tk^ SotUh 0/ Frantf. 
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and breaks in some distant chamber, the shock, to one 
standing on tho beach, is like a slight earth<juake. But 
when a storm rises in the Bay of Biscay, and a northwest 
wind sweeps acro^s the Atlantic, the scene is grand he- 
yond the i>owerot dt'scrijHioii. The %vhoie space covered 
with ro< k^, which are scnttered over the coast, is an ex- 
panse ot foam, l)(>ilinL; whirlpools and cauira< t^^, and the 
noise of the trciucaUous waves, rushing into these vast 
caverns and lashing their inner walls, la grander a thou- 
sand times than the most terrific thunder«storin that ever 
burst from the sky." 

In these little coves now float idle pleasure-boats, 
bright with paint and listless awnings, and ready to be 
manned by their stout Basque rowers. Here, too, are 
the fishermen's cabins, snugly built in against the rocks, 
and garnished with baskets and poles, and with men re- 
pairing their nets. The irregular curves of the bluff, 
broken here into abrupt and dislocated masses, lend 
themselves readily to winding paths, and we ramble on, 
cnrviny upward .nnd downward, over short bridges and 
through little tunnrls under the rocks, each turn giving 
a new view of the bay or the town. 

Finally we round another ])roniontor\ , cruss a last 
bridge lu a large rock-islet standing out truai the main- 
land, and lo ! the crescent of the coast is completed, and 
far to the south we see alow mountain ending the curve ; 
it is Spain. 

IV. 

In the dreamy summer stillness, we sit with content, 
looking at those distant hills, listening to the lapping of 
the waves, watching the sun sink lower toward the sea. 
The afternoon sutilight makes a glade across the waters, 
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— seemint; to one from a western sea>board like some 
strange disarrangL-mcnt in the day. 

The rouiKKd mountains before us are indeed in Spain, 
a communicaiive fisherman tells us. At the foot of the 
outermost, eighteen miles away, is hidden the old Span- 
ish town of Fucnterrabia. On its other side, in a liollow 
of the coast, lies San Sebastian. Nearer us, though well 
down along the sweep of the grey clay bluffs, is St. Jean 
de Luz, which, with the others, lies on our intended way. 

We seem to see, conforming to the crescent of that 
foreign coast, the menacing crescent of the Armada, 
parting from Spanish shores, just three hundred years 
ago to a month, to crush Ang!o*Saxon civilization. 
There before us lies the land of intolerance and bigotry 
which gave it being, the land of Philip the Second and 
his Inquisition. But for Drake and Howard and Eng- 
land's "wooden walls," events would have moved dif- 
ferently during the last three centuries, — in our country 
as in theirs. 

V. 

The last spark of the sun has disappeared in the water. 
We turn into the town in the fading light, passing another 
large bathing pavilion in a sheltered cove, and saunter 
homeward through an undulating street, the aorta of 
Biarritz. It is not a wide street, but it is busy and brisk, 
and it has a refurbished look like newly scoured metal 
Neat dwelling-houses, guarded behind stone walls and 
well-kept hedges, display frecptent signs of furnished 
apartments to let. Small and large shops alternate soci- 
ably in the line ; there is the t'f>i(eric or grocery-store, 
with raisins and olives and Albert biscuits in the win- 
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dow; next is a lace and worsted shop, where black 
Spanish nettings vie with gay crotchet«work, — 

*' Ity Heaven, it is a splcndiil sis^lit to M»e 
Their rival scaris uf mix »1 ciiil>r*jidcry. " 

all made by hand, and bewilderingly low-priccd. Now 
we come to a mirrored cafe, the Frenchman's hearth- 
side ; it compels a detour into the itiiddle of the street, 
since the sidewalk is quite preempted l)y its chairs and 
tiny tnl)les. Here is another Spanish store, conspicuous 
for its painted tambourines with pendent w ebs of red and 
yellow worsted, and for its spreading fans, color-dashed 
with exciting pictures of bull-fights and spangled mata- 
dors. A hotel appears next, across the way, standing 
back from the street, with a small^ triangular park be- 
tween ; and then comes a pretentious bric-k>brac bazaar, 
and another cafd, and a confectioner's, and a tobacco- 
store,— >each presided over by a buxom French matron, 
affable and vigilant, and clearly the animating spirit of 
the establishment 

Tiny carriages of a peculiar species, with donkeys and 
boy drivers, line the streets. The carnage liolds one,~ 
say an infirm dowager seeking the afternoon breeze,— 
and if the driver's attendance is desired, he is able to run 
beside it for miles. It is light and noiseless, comfort- 
ably cushioned, always within call, and governed by a 
beneficently trining tariff. These vinaigrettes^ as they 
arc calledj would be appreciated at home, if habit took 
kindly to novcliio. How greatly they might simplify 
problems of calling and shopping ! Our conveyances are 
all cumbrous. We must have the huge barouche, the 
coach, the close*shut couptf. Even the phaeton yields to 
the high T-cart. But convention is autocratic, and 
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would frown on those vinaigrettes as it frowns on many 
useful ideas. Another unfortunate victim of its taboo 
is the sedan-chair, which would be lustily stared at to- 
day, yet the utility of which might be made positively 
inestimable. C^nc who reads ot the Chinese jialanq-iins, 
or sees the rarrying-c hairs of Switzerland. convL-nient 
and always in demand, or wlio watches these agile little 
vinaigrettes darting along the ways, wonders that similar 
devices do not force their way, it need be, into uni\er:>al 
favor. 

Another mode of conveyance, once peculiarly popular 
with Biarritz, might be more difficult of exportation. This 
was the promemdt tn cacolet. The town of Bayonne is but 
five miles distant, by a delightful road, and formerly, 
particularly before the railroad came in, to ridicule old 
ways, every one went to Bayonne fn cacotet. It is no 
longer so, and the world has lost a unique custom. The 
contrivance was very simj le: the motive power was a 
donkey or a horse, and the conveyance consisted of a 
wooden frame or yoke fitting across the animal's back, 
with a seat projecting from each side. One seat was for 
the driver, usually a lively Basipie peasant-woman; the 
other was for the passenger. There was a simall arm- 
piece at the outside of each seat, and generally there was 
a cushion. Thib was once a favorite means of travel be- 
tween Bayonne and Biarritz. It was expeditious, enliv- 
ening,— and highly insecure-; that was one of its charms. 
Throughout the ride there was a ludicrous titiUation of 
insecurity ; but it was greatest at the start and at the finish. 
For, the seats being evenly balanced, to mount was in 
itself high art. Driver and passenger needed to spring 
at precisely the same instant, or the result was dust and 
ashes. Trial after trial was needed by the neophyte ; he 
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must be, as an eye-witness* of long ago aptly dtM ril)es 
it, " as watchful of the mutual signal as a file of soldiers 

who wait the com- 
mand 'make ready, 
— present, — fire ! ' 
A second's delay, — 
a second's precipita- 
tion, — proves fatal ; 
the seat is attained, 
and at the same mo- 
ment up goes the 
opposite empty scat, 
and down goes the equestrian between the horse's feet. 
. . . In descending, it is still worse ; because there 
is more hurry, more impatience, on arriving at the end 
of a journey ; and an injudicious descent does not 
visit its eiTects upon one but upon both travelers; for 
unless the person who descends be extremely quick in 
his motions, his seat flies up before he has quite left it, 
and oversets him, and the o])posite weight, of course, 
goes jdump to the ground, — with as fatal effects as 
cutting the hammock-strings of a middy's bertli." 

Perilous balancing feats and a high degree of skill 
were evidently demanded of him who would journey en 
eacolet. Requiring thus a special training, so to speak, 
as well as a nice equivalence in weight between passenger 
and driver difficult to always realize, its use is not likely 
to supersede that of wheeled vehicles. To take a ride 
tn (ttcoletf one might have a long hunt before finding a 
driver who should be his proper counterpoise ; and it 
would be often inconvenient, not to say impractic* 
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able, thus to have to order one's driver according to 
measure. 

It is the evening dining-hour as wc find ourselves at 
last in the open cotirt-yard of our hotel and seek the wel- 
coming light of its salU. The hotels of Biarritz are hand- 
some, even to elegance, — elegance which sccnis wasted 
on the few ])co|)Ic now in them. 'Hut numbers do not 
seem to affei t the an.vious concern of Continental hotel- 
keepers. The .same elaborate and formal table-d'hote is 
served for our small company and a few others, as will, 
later on, be prepared for a houseful of guests. The 
waiters don the same ducal costume and with it the same 
grave decorum ; and our attendant Ganymede, bending 
respectfully to present his laden salver, watches my 
selection of a portion of the pullet with as anxious so* 
licitudc as could be shown by the mother hen herself. 
The solemnity of a table*d'hdte, and the silencing effect 
it has on the most talkative, is invariable, as it is ineiC- 
plicable, and accents sharply the contrast with the breezy 
clatter of the American summer hotel dining-hall. This 
is not to say that either is, in all ways, to be preferred. 
Each in its own setting. There is a comforting stir and 
whir about the great, bare, sociable (lining-hail .it Craw- 
ford's or at the (irand Union, whi( :li causes a European 
l.ible-d'liote uticrly to pale and dwindle. And there is a 
satisfying (luiet, a self-respecting, ritualistic calm, in the 
frescoed salk-a-mangcr of the Schweizerhof, or of the 
Grand Hotel at Biarritz, which makes its American rival 
seem impetuous and unrestful, and even a trifle garish. 
'T is hard to choose. Man and mood both vary. There 
is no parallel. The two modes of dining are as wide 
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apart as the countries and their characteristics, and each 
is, in the best sense, distinctly typicaL 

VI. 

There is music daring the erening in the Itttle park 
we passed, and the best of Biarritz assembles to enjoy 
the programme. We charter chairs with the rest. Tables 
go with the chairs without extra charge, waiters follow 
up the tables, and soon all the world is sipping its coffee 
or cordials, and listening to Zam/a. Outside, around 
the fenc e enclosing the little park, revolves an endless 
proces>ion of the poorer people, — thrifty folk who are 
here as earners, not sjKnders, and would not dream of 
melting tlieir two sous into a chair. Round the small 
enclosure they go, by couples or threes, like asteroids 
round the sun, staring with interest at the more aristo- 
cratic assemblage within,— just as the family circle stares 
at the boxes. And the music sings on pleasantly for all, 
this mild summer evening in Biarritz. 



CHAPTER III. 



BAYONNE, THE INVINCIBLE. 

"IwM here on paipoee to visit the sixteenth century ; one makes a 
jovney for the sake of changing not place but ideas.'* 

In the momintr, a dashing equipage rolls up to the 
doorway of the Grand Hotel. A " breack " is its Gnlll- 
cizcd English name. It has four white horses, with bells 
on the harness, and the driver is richly bedight in a 
scarlet-faced coat, blazing with buttons and sih er lace ; 
a black glazed hat, and very white duck trousers. Wc 
ascend, the ladder is removed, the porter bows his 
thanks, the whip signals, and we roll out of the court' 
yard for a six-mile drive northward to Bayonne. 

We take the sea-road in going, following the bluff as it 
trends northward, and having dasxling views of blue sky 
and blue water. There is a fresh, sweet, morning breese, 
which exhilarates. Truly here is the joy of travel ! Kilo- 
metre-stones pass, one after another, to the rear. Still 
the road presses on, winding over the downs, or between 
long rows of pines and poplars standing even and equi- 
distant for mile after mile. The liglu-house at the end of 
the crescent beach comes nearer. Few teams arc met, 
and fewer travelers ; for the main highway to IJayoiine, 
which lies inland and by which we are to return, is 
shorter than this, and draws to itself the most of the 
trattic. 
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At length, the light-liousc is neared, and to the right 
Hayomic is seen, tiot far off. The ])rca(:k tarns to the 
right alon;:; [he river Adour, whicli here runs to the sea, 
and, skirting the long stone jetties, \vc roll toward town 
by the AiUes Manms^z, wide promenade along the river, 
cross the bridge, rattle through the streets, and draw up 
before the hotel in the open square with a Jingle and 
whip'Cracking and general huUaballoo which fills the 
street urchins with awe and gives unmixed joy to our 
jolly driver. 

II. 

Bayonne has been a centre. 

A few cities arc suns, the rest planets. This, with 
regard to their im])ort mc e, not their size. 

If Bordeaux is the sun of soutlnvcslern French com- 
merce, Ba\<)nne has at least l>cen the most important 
planet, with the towns and villages of a wide district for 
its satellites. 

Here wc catch the first breath of the bracing mediaeval 
air we shall breathe in the Pyrenees. Bayonne has still 
a trace of the free, out-of-door spirit of its lawless prime. 
Miniature epics, more than one, have clustered around 
it. The rallying-cry, " Men of Bayonne ! " has always 
appealed to the intensest local pride to be found perhaps 
in France, and the boast of the city still is that it has 
never been conquered. Looicing back to the sharp times 
wlien every near warfare centred about Bayonne, — when 
feudal enmities were constantly Outcropping on quick 
pretexts, — when the issue always gathered itself into 
hand-to-hand encounter, and was determined by per- 
sonal prowess, — the boast is not meaningless. 
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The Basques, who are close neighbors to Bayonne, 
make tin- same boast. As Basques and Hayonnais M'cre 
always fighting, their respective biiasts seem to be con- 
tinuing the conflict. But these old feuds, desjjcrately 
bitter, were after all local and ij;uerilla-like, aiid the 
advantages ephemeral. At few times did either people 
clash arms with the other in a general war Thus 
neither conquered the other» and in peace their boasts 
joined hands against all comers. 

III. 

Bestriding both the river Nive and the swift Adour, 
Bayonne seems a healthy and healthful city, viewed in this 
June sunshine. But there is little of the new about it. 
The horses are taken frotn the breack, we leave at the 
hotel a requisition for lunch, and move forth for a 
s\ir\ ey. 1 he chief streets are wide and airy, but a turn 
places one instantly in an older France. N\'e ramble 
with curiosity in and out among the strecl^ and shops, 
fmding no one preeminent attraction, but an infinite 
number of minor ones which maintain the equation. In 
fact there is little for the guide-book sight-seer in Ba- 
yonne. The cathedral leaves only a dim impression of 
being in no wise remarkable. The citadel affords, it is 
said, a wide-ranging view, but we prefer the arcades and 
the people to the heat of the climb. The shops along 
the square are small but characteristic ; they are evi- 
dently for the Bayonnais themselves rather than for 
strangers ; this gives them their only charm for 
strangers. But taken in its entirety and not in single 
effects, the town is wholly pleasing. These dark, ancient 
arcades, itb> old houses, its rough-cobbled pavements, its 
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general appearance of fustiness, give it a charmingly 
individual air. 

They contrast it, however, completely with Biarritz. 
Bayonne is a staid and serious city, Biarritz a youthful- 
hearted resort. Bayonne is reminiscent of the past; 
Biarritz is alive with its present. The genie of modem 
I / W improvement has not yet 

J ^^ ^-. . , ,9! come, to rebuild Bayonne. 

f^'^i^^Sz^i-^"^-'-^^'^^^ Neither fashion nor com- 

merce has sufficiently 
rubbed the lamp. It holds 
utilesscncd its long-time 
population of about thirty 
thousand souls ; it still 
drives its ronilortable trade as 
the second port of southwestern France ; 
it is known as enjoying a mild commercial specialty or 
two, as in the line of textiles, particularly wools and woolen 
fabrics ; and it displays an artless pride in its reputation 
for excellent chocolate. It even pets a little suburb of 
winter visitors, and it has caught some quickening rays 
from the summer prosperity of its neighbor. But it will 
never feel the bounding impulse of rejuvenescence that 
has come to Biarritz. Bayonne has no potentialities. It 
will continue in its afternoon of peace, of easy, quiet 
thrift, contentedly aside from the main current of events, 
recounting its traditions, j)rodigiously and hartnlessly 
l>roud of its local prestige, like a tribal chieftain of the 
homage of his clan. 

Uastiucs abound in the streets, and the varied ( osiunies 
to be seen show the influence of that strange race. There 
are Spaniards here, too, and Jews in plenty, ujingling 
with the native French element. The men wear the 
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berrei^ a wool cap, like that of the Scotch lowlander, but 
smaller. It is of dark blue or brown, and in universal 
use from Bordeaux southward. When capping the 
Basque, 'i>:irtir ilarly, with his rusty velvet sack, crimson 
sash, dark knee-breeches and stockings, and the sandals 
or wooden sabotf? worn on the feet, its effect is vividly 
picturesque. The i»oorfr women, as cIscwIktc on the 
Continent, become hard-featured and muscular with age ; 
saving a few beggars, tiicy all seem to be busy, — carrying 
burdens, washing linen, watching their luu kstcr-stalls 
or the dark little shops under the arcades, Here, how- 
ever, the men themselves are not idle. One seldomer 
sees in southern France a sight frequent in Italy and 
many other parts of Europe, — ^that of a woman toil' 
somely dragging a hand-cart or shouldering a burden 
while her spouse walks idly by and smokes a thankful 
pipe. 

Diminutive donkeys, hardy and hoarse, are in great 
use, and we hear in the streets their plaintive and sonor- 
ous denunciations of men and manners. The donkey 
here seems to take the place of the dog, which in Hol- 
land and Scandinavia is taught the ways of constant and 
praiseworthy usefulness. Tliere, with a voluble old 
woman for yoke-fellow, he draws tlic small raarket-carts 
about the streets and grows lusty-limbed in the service. 
Here, the donkey does duty for both, dog and old 
woman, and must develop both muscle and tongue to 
offset their respective specialties. 

IV. 

An afternoon of peace, such towns as Bayonne have 
earned and gained. This one has added few notable 
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pages to universal history, but its own personal biography 
wotiUi be an exciting one. It is worn with adventure, 
and old !>cfore its time. The quarrclings of its liot 
youth, the tension of strife and iuM^ciirily, the life of 
alarms it has livcil, have aged it. Tfuy have aged many 
anotlier city of Europe, and endeared the blessing of 
repose. 

They were different days, those of the past of Bayonne. 
These streets are narrow, the houses stoutly walled, be- 
cause they were built for siege as well as shelter. The 
doorways are low-browed, the stone>Hned rooms little 
lighter than caves, because every roan's hand might rise 
against his neighbor, and every man's hovel become his 
castle. Humanity was a hopeless discord ; individual 
security lay only in imliv idual strength. It is hard to 
conceive clearly the fierce life of the Darker Ages. The 
rough jostling, the discomfort and pitilessness, the utter 
animality of it all, — it is hard to conceive it even inade- 
(juately. The curtest historical "^wcep from then to now, 
shows how far the world has corm-. I htr savage unrest 
of slum and faubourg to-day shows too how t ir the world 
has yet to go. Not till civilization ht comes more than 
a veneer, will it lo^c ii> liabUily to eiaek. 

The picture is not wholly dark. There were many of 
the humanities. There was culture and thought and 
refinement, much of it of a high type. I -ight and shade,— 
both were strongly limned. But in the mass, it was bar- 
barism. For the lower classes, occupation, brawling ; 
mental thermometer at zero ; cruelty and greed the 
ethical code. '* You should feel here,'* declares Taine,* 
"what men felt six hundred years ago, when they 

• Tfitir ThroHgh t/w Pyr^ifffs ; translated by J. Saf FOKl> FiSKE. 
New York : Henry Holt A: Co. 
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swarmed forth from their hovels, from their unpaved, 
siX'leet-wide streets, sinks of uncleanness, and reeking 

with fever and leprosy ; when their unclad bodies, under- 
mined hy famine, sent a thin blood to their brutish 
brains ; when wars, atrocious laws, and legends of sorcery 
filled their dreams with vivid and melancholy images." 
Hear Jiini tell over one of the trenchant talcs from the 

w 

annals of liayonne : , 

Y. 

" Pe de Puyanc was a bra\ e man and a skillful sailor, 
who, in his day, was Mayor of Bayonnc and admiral ; 
but he was harsh with his men, like all wiio have man- 
aged vessels, and would any day rather fell a man than 
take off his cap. He had long waged war against the 
seamen of Normandy, and on one occasion he hung 
seventy of them to his yards, cheek by jowl with some 
dogs. He hoisted on his galleys red flags, signifying 
death and no quarter, and led to the battle of £clu$e the 
great Genoese ship Chris^hle^ and managed his hands 
so well that no Frenchman escaped ; for they were all 
drowned or killed, and the two admirals, Quicret and 
Bahuchet, having surrendered themselves, Baluichet had 
a cord tightened around his neck, while Quicret had 
his throat cut. That was good rnanai;emenr ; for the 
more one kills of hi.s enctnics, tlic h he has of llicm. 
For this reason. tlie people ol Uayonnc, on his return, 
entertained him witli such a noise, such a clatter of 
horns, of cornets, of druaib and ail sorts of instrun)cnt;», 
that it would have been impossible on that day to hear 
even the thunder of God. 

It happened that the Basques would no longer pay 
the tax upon cider, which was brewed at Bayonne for 
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sale in their country. Pe de Puyanc said that the mer- 
chants of the rity should carry them no more, and that 
if any one carried them any, he should have his hand 
cut off. Pierre Cambo. indeed, a ])()()r man. having 
carted two hogsheads of ii by nigiit, was led out upon 
the market-place, before Notre Dame de Saini-I.con, 
which was then building, and had liia hand amputated, 
and the veins afterwards stopped with red-hot irons ; 
after that, he was driven in a tumbrel throughout the 
city, which was an excellent example ; for the smaller 
folk should always do the bidding of men in high 
position. 

"Afterwards, de Puyane having assembled the 
hundred peers in the town-house, showed them that the 
Basques, being traitors, rebels toward the seigniory of 
Bayonne, should no longer kecj) the franchises which 
had been granted them : that the seigniory of Bayonne, 
possessing the sovereignty of tlie sea, might w ith justice 
impose a tax in all the places to whif li the se.i rose, as if 
lliey were in i's port, and that accordingly the Basques 
should henccturth pay for passing to V'illefranche, to the 
bridge of the Nive. the limit of high tide. All cried out 
that liiat was but jii-t, and Pe de Puyane declared tlic toll 
to the Basques; but ihey all fell to laughing, saying they 
were not dogs of sailors like the mayor's subjects. Then 
having come in force, they beat the bridgemen, and left 
three of them for dead. 

** said nothing, for he was no great talker ; but he 
clinched his teeth, and looked so terribly around him 
that none dared ask him what he would do nor urge him 
on nor indeed breathe a word. From the first Saturday in 
April to the middle of August, several men were beaten, as 
well Bayonnais as Basques, but still war was not declared. 



BAYONNE, THE INVINCIBLE. 



45 



and when they talked of it to the mayor, he turned his 
back. 

** The twenty-fourth day of August, many noble men 
among the Basques, and several young people, good 
leapers and dancers, came to the castle of Miot for the 
festival of Saint Bartholomew. They feasted and showed 
off, the whole clay, nnd the young people who jumped 
the pole, witli tlicir red sashes and white breeches, ap- 
peared adroit and handsome. That night came a man 
who talked low to the mayor, and he, who ordinarily 
wore a grave and judicial air, stiddcnly hid eyes a<; 
bright as ihobc of a youth who sees the coming of liis 
bride. He went down his staircase with four bounds, 
led out a band of old sailors who were come one by one, 
covertly, into the lower hall, and set out by dark night 
with several of the wardens, having closed the ^ates of 
the city for fear that some traitor, such as there are 
everywhere, should go before them. 

" Having arrived at the castle, they found the draw- 
bridge down and the postern open, so confident and 
unsuspecting were the Basques, and entered, cutlasses 
drawn and pikes forward, into the great hall. There 
were killed seven young men, who had barricaded them- 
selves behind tables and would there make sport with 
their dirks, but the good halberds, well pointed and 
sharp as they were, soon silenced them. The others, 
having closed the gates from within, thought that they 
would have power to defend themselves or time to flee ; 
but the Bayonnc marines, with their great axes, hewed 
down the planks, and split the first brains which hap- 
pened to be near. The mayor, seeing that the Basques 
were tightly girt with their red sashes, went about say- 
ing, (for he was unusually facetious on days of battle,) 
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'Lard these fine gallants for tne ! Forward the spit into 
thetr flesh Justicoats ! ' And, in fact, the spits went 
forward so that all were perforated and opened, some 
through and through, so that you might have seen day- 
light through them, and that the hall, half an hour after, 
was full of pale .md red bodies, several bent over 
benches, others in a pile in the corners, some with their 
noses glued to the table like driinkartls, so that a Bayon- 
nais, looking at them, said, ' This is the veal mnrket ! ' 
Many, jjrickcd from behind, bad leaped tlirouLih the 
\vin<li)w>. and were found next morning, with cleft head 
or broken >i)ine, in the ditches, 

« There ri. inaincd only five men alive, noblemen, two 
named D'Uriuliie, two De Saint I'c, aiul one I>c Laliet. 
whom the mayor had set Oiiide as a precious commodity. 
Then, having sent some one to open the gates of Ba- 
yonne and command the people to come, he ordered 
them to set fire to the castle. It was a fine sight, for the 
castle burned from midnight until morning. As each 
turret, wall or floor fell, the people, delighted, raised a 
great shout. There were volleys of sparks in the smoke 
and flames, that stopped short, then began again suddenly, 
as at public rejoicings, so that the warden, an honorable 
advornte nnd a great literary m;'.n. tittered this saying : 
' Kmc festival for Bayonne folk ; for the Basques, great 
barbecue of hocr'; ! ' 

"The castle being Inirned. tlie mayor said to the five 
nol)lenien that he wislied to deal with them with all 
friendliness, and that they should thein-^elves be judges 
if the tide came as far as the bridge. Tlun he had them 
fastened two bv two to the arches, until the tide should 
rise, assuring them that they were in a good place for 
seeing. The people were all on the bridge and along the 
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banks^ watching the swelling of the flood. Little by 
little it mounted to their breasts, then to their necks, and 
they threw back their heads so as to lift their mouths 
a little higher. The ])eoplc laughed aloud, calling out 
to them that the time for drinking had come, as with the 
monks at matins, and that they would have enough for 
the rest of their days. Then the water entered the mouth 
and nose of the three who were lowest ; their throats gur- 
gled as when bottles are filled, and the peo])lc applauded. * 
saying thai the drunkards swallowed too fast nnd were 
going to strangle themselves out of pure greeditu ss. 

" There remained only the two men D'Urtubie, bound 
to the principal arch, father and son, the son a little 
lower down. When the father saw his child choking, he 
stretched out his arms with such force that a cord broke ; 
but that was all, and the hemp cut into his flesh without 
his being able to get any further. Those above, seeing 
that the youth's eyes were rolling, while the veins on his 
forehead were puri)le and swollen, and that the water 
bubbled around him with his hiccough, called him baby, 
and asked why he had sucked so hard, and if nurse was 
not coming soon to put him to bed. At this, the father 
cried out like a wolf, spat into the air at them, and called 
them butchers and cowards. That offended them so, 
that they began throwing stones at him, with such sure 
aim that his white head was soon reddt ned and his right 
eye gushed out : it was small lo^-, to him, for shortly 
aftej the mountin*:; wave shut up the other. 

"When the water was gone down, the mayor t:oin- 
mandcd that the five bodies, which hung with necks 
twisted and limp, should be left a testimony to the 
Basques that the water of Bayonne did come up to the 
bridge and that the toll was justly due from them. He 
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then returned home amidst the acclamations of his peo- 
pie, who were delighted that they had so good a mayor, 
8 sensible man, a great lover of justice, quick in wise 
enterprises, and who rendered to every man his due." 

VI. 

One asks where were the preceding ages of civilization. 
Where was the influence of Babylonia and Egypt, of Ath> 
ens and of Rome ? Here in mid-Europe, nearly two 
thousand years after Socrates, and in the second mille- 
nary of the white light of Christianity, men were like 
wolves, nay worse, rending their prey or each other not 
under the lashing of hunger but from very ferocity. 

By way of contrast, take a fete given in Bayonne in 
happier years. An account of it, garnered from old 
records, I translate from the French of Lngr^^e * KHza- 
beth, sister of Charles IX and wife of Philip of Spain, 
was rtturning from the Bvith?? of Cauterets and passing 
ti»rough the city ; the fete was in her honor. Charlc:> 
was there, the King of France, with the tiuecn-molher, 
Catherine dc Medici ; Marguerite of Valois, and her 
future husband, the young Henry of Navarre. 

" The place for the fete had been well chosen : it was 
an isle of the Adour. In the centre, a border of ancient 
oaks encircling a grassy glade framed it round into a 
kind of arboreal parlor. Under the shade of these great 
trees, in the multitude of their leafy nooks, were disposed 
the tables. That of royalty rose in the midst, elevated 
above all the rest ; it was reached by four grassy steps. 

" Decorated barges transported the guests to the en* 
chanted isle ; at their approach, in honor of the arrival, 

* lAoatZE : La SoeUt^tt Its M«mrs en Biam, 
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strains of soft music fell upon the car. The musiciaiis 
represented Neptune, Arion, six tritons, three sirens, and 
numberless minor marine deities ; the sirens chanted 
sweet songs of romance and chivalry, seeking to approve 
the fabled charm of siren voices. 

" Rivulets of water, skillfully led in along tiny grooves, 
serpentined among the parterres, half hidden in rare and 
brilliant flowers. Dainty shepherdesses in waiting line 
stretched hand in hand to the water's edge, and formed 
a species of avenue leading to the table of honor. 

** In advance of the retinue went Orpheus and Linus, 
accompanied by three nymphs, reciting verses to their 
Majesties, — who had, however, at this moment, more eyes 
than cars, and conld not cease adminny the bevy of 
shepherdesses in their picturesque costumes, brightly 
C(jh)recl and so varied. These shepherdesses, ioriiiing 
afterward into separate groups, each group the graceful 
rival of the next, wore the costumes of the different 
provinces and danced to music the respective dances 
there in usage : those of Poitiers to the music of the 
bagpipe, those of Provence to the kettle>drums, the 
Champenoises to the small hautboys, the violins and 
the tambourines, and so for the rest. 

" The aged trees which covered with shade the ban^ 
queting tables formed a vast octagonal halt, in the cen- 
tre of w^hich rose in all its majesty a gigantic oak-tree. 
At its base vaulted the jet of a fountain, the limpid 
waters springing from a basin of glittering shells. 

"The table of honor was taken by the king; his 
mother, Catherine de Medici ; the Duke of Anjou, who 
was afterward to become Henry ill ; the Queen of 
Spain ; Henry of Navarre, (afterward Henry IV,) and 
Margot, his future wife. 
3 
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" The repast was served with promptness. Six pro- 
ficient bngpipc-jjlayers went before five shepherds and 
ten shepherdesses, who advanced three by three, each 
bearing a salver. Six stewards guided them by crooks 
ornamented by flowers. Following this, eight shepherds 
and sixteen shepherdesses made the service at the other 
tables ; one and two advanced at a time, depositing their 
salvers and retiring to make way for otbers. 

" At the latter part of the repast, appeared six violin* 
players, resplendent in tinseled garb ; also nine nymphs 
of a nuir\ elon»; beauty ; a swarm of musicians accom- 
panied thcni, tlisf^uiscd as satyrs. 

" Tuward nightfall, to the astonishment ot all, sud- 
denly shone out a luminous rcu k lit up with fantastic 
glow ; out of which can^c forth as by magic countless 
naiads, their soft robes glistening with jewels ; iliey dart 
out upon the sward and join in a fair and lissome dance." 

But one thing was wanting to crown this princely pic- 
nic,-~a storm. It came. Says the queen Margot, who 
was pleased to relate herself the details of this fdte : 

Envious Fortune, unable to suffer the glory of this fair 
dance, hurled upon us a strange rain and tempest ; and 
the confusion of the sudden evening retreat by boat 
across the riv( r brought out next day as many mirthful 
anecdotes as the lavish festival itself had brought grati- 
fications." 

Such was a f'fr champ'trt in the sixteenth t entury, — 
filled in with all the luxuriant pomp and splendor which 
the French love so dearly. 

Yet, only seven years after this scene of flowers and 
song, France was in blood, and the age had darkened 
once more ; the evil-minded De Mcdicis, queen mother 
and kini;. had given the signal for the Massacre of St. 
Bartholomew. 
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Yll. 

It was Bayonne, loo, whose governor, when ordered in 
advance by the king to arrange for massacring the 
Huguenots in his city on that epoch-making night, dared 
to send back a prompt and spirited refusal '*Your 
Majesty," he reported, ** I have examined those under 
my command touching your mandate ; all are good citi« 
zens and brave soldiers, but I am unable to find for you 
among them a single executioner ! " 

The Queen of Spain, widow of Charles II, resided 
here from 1706 until 1738. Many stories are told of her 
good-hcartcdncss and her lavish fondness for display. 
The B.iyoniiais were children still, and loved her for it. 
She, too. gave a festival and banquet, — in honor of some 
Sjjanish successes ; it lasted even till the next day 
among the i)coj>lc, and on l)oard the vessels in the river; 
and the windows of every house were illiiininated. . , . 
After the repast was finished," adds the grave record, 
''much to the satisfaction of all, a panperruque was 
danced through the town. M. de Gibaudiere led the 
dance, holding the hand of the Mayor of Bayonne ; the 
Marquis de Poyanne bringing up the rear ; so that this 
dance rejoiced all the people, who on their side gave 
many demonstrations of joy." 

The world has grown stiffer since, and Mayors and 
Marquises are no longer wont to caper about the streets 
of great cities in the sportive abandon of a festival dance ; 
in those days it seems not to have abated a jot of their 
serious dignity. 

Bayonne is the key to all roads south and east. 
It has a su[<erl) citadel. It has been a valuable mili- 
tary position, has wilhstood seventeen siege-> in its day, 
and is still an important strategic point. Here were 
exciting limes during the Peninsular war, when Wei- 
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lington on his northward march from Spain found 
Bayonne in his way and undertook to capture it. 
More a fancy than a fact, however, is probably the 
tradition that the baymet was invented in this locality 
and took its name from the city. The story of the 
Basque regiment running sliortof ammuniiion and being 
prompted by the exigency to insert their long-handled 
knives into the musket-muzzles, has since had grave 
doubts cast ttpon its veractousness. This is most unfor- 
tunate, for, it was a story which travelers delighted to 
honor. 

VIH. 

It is tnid«afternoon as our breack clatters out again 
over the paved roadway of the bridge and we turn west- 
ward along the river for the return to Biarritz. A few 

vessels stand idly moored to the quays. The Allies 
Mariihs are (itiict and still ; later they will be thronged. 
Tluy are tlie favorite promenade of Bayonne, which 
thus holds here a species of daily "town-meeting" as 
the dusk conies on. At present we see merely a few old 
women bearing panniers toward the city, and rope- 
makers at work upon great streamers of hemp which 
Stretch from tree to tree. Soon we turn off to the south- 
ward, and are on the main highway to Biarrita. 

This highway sees a considerable traffic, Bayonne 
furnishes carts, Biarritz carriages. Omnibuses ply to and 
fro ; market-barrows are drawn frequently past ; burden- 
bearers and peasants are met or overtaken trudging 
contentedly on. The latter cheat both the omnibus and 
themselves, for the fare is but a trifle, and the road hot 
and sandy. It is abundantly shaded by trees, but we 
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agree that it is far better enjoyed en bnack than on 
foot. 

This is the road once famous for the eaeaUt, It must 
have been a pleasing and peculiar sight, In the years 
ago, to see the jolly Duchess of Berri and her fashionable 
companions sociably hobnobbing with their peasant 
drivers en (oealtf in the pleasant summer afternoons. 



CHAPTER IV. 



SAINT JOHN OF LIGHT. 

HtUfcrrenak ardura t " 

"As we pursue our mountain track. 
ShaU we not sigh «s we look back ? " 

— Batqtu Song. 

The days pass hapjjily by, at Biarrit/.. One quickly 
feels the charm of the place ; it has its own delightful- 
ness, apart from the season and its amusements. In the 
season, however, the amusements are not once allowed 
to flag. By half-past ten, fashion is astir and gathers 
toward the beach for the bathing hour; then parts to 
walk and drive, and afterward to lunch. It takes its 
siesta as does the nation its neighbor ; meets once more 
for the afternoon hour on the sands, and at six drifts to 
the Casino, where children are soon dancing, little glasses 
clinking, and mild gambling games in full swing. The 
thought of dinner deepens with the dtisk, but in the 
evening the tide sets again to the Casino, and a concert 
or a ball rounds up the day. 

The scope of diversions is much the same as on the 
o]»i'o-.itf edge of th ' Atlantic, — with due allowance for 
national types ; but here the re is prrliai'-^ more color 
to the scene. European watering-places arc naturally 
cosmopolitan. Here at Biarritz, English society mingles 
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. with the French, and both are strongly reinforced from 
Spain. On\y thirteen hours from Paris, or twenty-two, 
actual travel, from London, it is but one from the 
Spanish frontier and eighteen from Madrid. Memories 
of Orleans, Pavia and the Armada are canceled in the 
common pursuit of pleasure. 

" Three hoftt» combine to offer sacrifice ; 

Tliree tonguen jirt fcr straii^^c orisf)ns on high ; 
Three gaudy siandards llout the pale blue skies ; 
The shouts arc, I' ranee, Spain, Albion, Victory !" 

There is besides a goodly sprinkling from other coun- 
tries. A Russian nobleman and his family are to arrive 
at our hotel to-morrow. The sp'^t is not difficult of 
access for Italians. The Austrians have long appreciated 
it. .\nd do we not constitute at least a small contingent 
from across the ocean ? 

Not only visitors make up the parti-coloretl effect. 
There are all j^rade^ in Biarritz, — visitors and homc- 
stayers, rich and poor, — 

*' Kroni |M)int and saucy ernunc, down 
To the plain coif and rustic gown." 

The natives have their peculiar air and customs, and the 
Basques are always picturesque. Spanish guitar players 
vie with Neapolitan harpists, and both with the waves 
and the hum of talk. The lottery spirit shoots up here 
from its hot-bed in Spain. Small boys wander about the 
beach with long, cylindrical tin boxes painted a bright 
red and carried by a strap from the shoulder. The rim 
of the lid is marked off into numbered compartments, 
and in its centre is an u[iright teetonim with a bone pro- 
jection ; while the cylinder itself i» AUcd with cones of 
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crisp, flaky s\VLcL-«vafers, stacked one into another like 
-ornucopias. The charge is one sou for a spin, and the 
figure opposite which the projecting bone-piece stops 
indicates the number of cones due the spinner. The 
figures vary from a to 30, and there are no blanks. 
Every one appears to patronize the contrivance, and you 
constantly hear the click of the teetotum along the 
beach. Though there are but two 30's in the circumfer- 
ence, each who spins fondly hopes to gain one, and thus 
the same spirit which supports Monte Carlo in splendor 
gives these boys a thriving trade. 

11. 

We spend an idle morning on the projecting point of 
blu£F overlooking the coves and the fishermen's cabins. 
This promontory uplifts a signaUstation, the Atalaye, 
Down at the left and rear, cutting inland, is the Port 
Vieux^ where the second bathing pavilion stands ; and, 
sending up their cries and shoutings to the heights, we 

" sec ihc chil«lren ^port along the shore, 
An^ hear the mighty water* rolling evermore." 

The day is breezy and not too warm. We feel few 
ambitions. Has the dreamy spirit of the South come 
upon us so soon > 

It will be a perfect spot for a picnic lunch. 

We will imitate the fete champitre of Charles and 
Catherine held on the isle of the Adour. The ladies 
give their sanction, and three of us are promptly ap- 
pointed commissaries. Wt.- take the path down to the 
•street, atnl find 1 jiroiuising little grocery-store. The 
mad am e buws a wckoinc. 

" Can one obtain here of bread ? " we ask. 
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" Ah, no," deprecatingly, " tlut is only with the 

baker." 

A little of cheese, then' and some Albert biscuits? 
And a bottle or two of lemonade, and one of light 
wine?" 

" But yes, without doubt ; monsieur shall have the:»c 
instantly;" and a bright-faced little girl proceeds to 
collect the supplies. 

"Might one carry away the bottles, and afterward 
return them ? " we venture. 

Here the madame begins to appear suspicious. It is 
evidently an irregular purchase at best, and this request 
seems to make her a trifle frosty. 

"A deposit should perhaps be necessary," we suggest ; 
** how much is desired ? " 

Madame gives the subject a moment's thought. 
" ATonsieur would have to leave at least four sous on 
each bottle," she finally derlares. 

" And could madame also lend us some small drinking- 
glasses, it may be, and a little rork<?rrew ?" 

The old lady is visibly hardening. She is clearly 
averse to mysteries. We may be contr loandists, or po- 
litical exiles, or any variety of refugee foreigners. She 
hesitates about the drinking-glasses ; is not sure she Aas 
a corkscrew. But another deposit is soothingly arranged 
for and paid, and the articles are found. 

And now could we ask to borrow a basket ? — also 
on deposit." 

But here the madame's obligingness quite deserts her. 
The refusal is flat. She has no basket which can possi- 
bly be spared. 

It is, we see, plainly time that we should explain our 

mysterious selections. Confidingly we entrust her with 
3* 
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the secret, and hiy bare our unconventional plan. At 
llie first she listens unmoved, but the idea of " pique- 
niquc " is soon borne in upon her, and lets in a ray of 
light. The frost thaws a trifle. " We are with friends," 
we say ; " tliey are on the bluffs ; they have desired to 
make a luncheon for once without the fork, — to eat their 
little breads in the open air, upon the rocks.'* Our listener 
nods, half doubtfully. Then we play our highest trump : 
" We are but on a visit to Biarritz ; we have come from 
far away ; we are Americans." 

Instantly the barriers are down ; raadame is our 
firmest ally, " Run, fjise, seek the large pannier for 
our friends ! Is it that yaw are of the fair America? — 
Ja belU Anit^rique. Ah, but monsieur, wiiy have you not 
said thus before ? Vou should most charmingly have 
been siipplied ; are they not indeed always the friends 
of our country, — the Americans ! You shall bring here 
the breads you buy at the bakery; wc wnl add knives 
and plates and some fruit, and Klise shall herself carry 
for you the full basket to the place of the pique-nique." 

Verily the Stars and Stripes are words to conjure 
with! The picnic is a complete success. The De 
Medici ihit is more than surpassed ; even an attendant 
nymph, in the person of the rustic £lise, is not wanting ; 
the historical parallel is perfect. 

In fact, the parallel finally carries itself too far. So 
small an affair even as this, it appears, cannot escape the 
hostility of ''envious Fortune," — the same who untimely 
cut off its lamented rival. A large, black cloud, coming 
over us like a vengeful harpy, forebodes the invariable 
downpour, and grimly compels us to shorten the feast. 

On Sunday, we attend the English service ; Britain 
is sufficiently well represented at Biarritz to support one 
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during both summer and winter. The day is restful and 
calm, and we stroll out afterward along the beach and 
over to the deserted villa of the Empress, returning by 
the path on the bluff. The sound of trowels and ham- 
mers is in part stilled about the town, and the afternoon 
lakes on a comfortingly peaceful tone in consequence. 
The English-speaking contingent keeps the day as quiet- 
ly as may be ; the Conlincntnl majority of course docs 
not. In a few weeks, posters will adorn the Saturday 
bulletins, announcing the nc\t day's buU-fight in San 
Sebastian, over the border ; and if Sunday is quiet at 
Biarritz in the season, it is simply because all the world 
spends the day at San Sebastian. 

111. 

But Spain, and the Pyrenees lie before us, and we 
cannot tarry longer at Biarritz. We shall long feel the 
warm life of the fresh June days by the sea. The breack 
rolls again into the court-yard ; we pay our devoirs to 
mine host and our dues to his minions, and once more 
we start, this time toward the south. 

We are to dip into Spain for a day, and have chosen 
to go by road as far on the way toward the frontier as 
St. Jean de J.u/, Viefnre t.ikini; ilic train. St. Jean lies 
on iljc ( tesrent ot the sliore only cii^ht miles awav, and 
the road, like the sea-road to Hayonnc, fol]o\v> the curve 
of tlie hiizher land, and shows beach and lull and sea in 
turn as ii trends over the downs. It is another clear, 
taintless morning. The sun is already high ; but, though 
having the sky wholly to himself, he is forbearing in his 
power. Palisades of poplars lend us their shadows; 
clumps of protecting firs stand aside for the road, each 
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with a great gasli down its side and a cup fastened be* 
low to catch the bleeding pitch. Now we are facing 
the Pyrenees; a little to the kft they rise before us, 
still miles away. These are not the high Pyrenees ; the 
monarchs stand in the centre of their reahn, and are 
hardly to be seen, even distantly, until we shall in a day 
or two turn inland and approach tiicm. The mountain 
wall is broken and lower near the sea, both east and 
west ; yet even here it rises commandingly, filling the 
horizcm with its hazy hills. 

The road is the counterpart of that to Bayonne. We 
fly smoothly on, above its hard, thin crackle of sand. 
We meet peasants afoot, and burdened horses, on their 
morning way to Biarritz or Bayonne. The men orna- 
ment their loose, blue linen frocks and brown trousers 
with the bright scarlet sash so popular in this region. 
Heavy oxen draw their creaking loads toward the same 
centres, — their bowed heads yoked by the horns, which 
are cushioned with a woolly sheepskin mat and tasseled 
with red netting. They pull strongly, for the loads arc 
not light, and the clumsy wheels are disks of solid wood. 
Little donkeys trot amiably by, with huge double pan- 
niers that recall the iacoUt. A file of marching soldiers 
is overtaken ; small villages are passed, each one agog 
w ith the .>tii of our transit ; while now and then wo 
meet a dog-cart and cob or a stylish span, antennai of 
the coming season of fashion. 

To the right is the accurate level of the sea-horizon ; 
about us are the heath and furze and the sand<dunes ; 
and far along to the south we can trace the arc of the 
beach, until it ends in the projecting hills of Spain. 

St. Jean is reached ahuo^t too soon, for the drive has 
been exhilarating. Wc enter by a long, narrow street, 
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which is found to be alive with people. A small pro- 
cession is in motion, enlivened by a band. Every one 
seems in holiday dress. Our driver has before shown 
his easy conviction 
that streets were 
intended first for 
l)reacks, secondly 
for citizens ; and 
now he urges his 
horses down this 
narrow way without 
a pause in their 
gallop. The whip 
signals, the bells on 
the harness jingle 
furiously, the wheels 
clatter along the cobbles; 
and, almost before we have 
time to order a slackening, proces- 
sion and by-standers, like a flock of 
sheep, go in disorder to the wall, and our breack sweeps 
by into the central scpjare. 

It is the festival, we find, of the village's patron saint, 
St, John the Baptist. The twenty-fifth of June renews 
his yearly compact of protection. In the afternoon, there 
will be the full procession, led by the priests, and with a 
canopied effigy of the saint or of the Virgin borne in 
solemnity behind them. Services in the cathedral will 
follow, and probably an evening of illumination. We 
enter the cathedral. Its floor has been newly strewn 
with sweet hay, and near the altar is the sacred image 
itself, adorned for the procession, dressed in linen and 
velvet and gilt lace, and with a chaplel of beads in its 
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wooden hand. The canopy-frame, ready prepared, is 
close by, with its projecting handle-bars, its four upright 
poles and its roof of white satin embroidered with gold. 

The cathedral itself is somewhat more interesting than 
we expected to see ; it is a Basque rather than a French 
church, has a very high chancel and altar and no tran- 
septs, and the altar is marked by a striking profusion of 
color and of gilding, which does not degenerate into the 
tawdry nnd which lights up vividly under the entering 
noon li;;ht. 'Vhc rluipcls ai the sides are similarly deco- 
rated. Dark oaken balconies, elaborately carved, run in 
three tier-? along the upper part of the nave. The seats 
in tlusc are reserved for the men, the women being rele- 
gated to small black cushions placed on the chairless Hour. 

St. Jean's one great event was the marriage of Louis 
XIV with the Infanta of Spain, which took place in this 
same church. **A raised platform extended from the 
residence of Anne of Austria to the entrance of the 
church, which was richly carpeted. The young queen 
was robed in a royal mantle of violet-colored velvet, 
powdered with fl€urs'di4isy over a white dress, and wore 
a crown upon her head. Her train was carried by Mes- 
demoiselles d'Alen9on and de Valois and the Princess of 
C'arignan. After the ceremony, the (jueen complained 
of fatigue, and retired for a few hours to her chamber 
where she dined alone. In the evening, she received the 
<-ourt, dressed in t!ie l''rench style ; and gold and silver 
tokens coinmetnorati\ e of tiie royal marriage were pro- 
fubcly showered from the windows of her apartment.'** 

Without, as we turn for an idle stroll, we find a fair- 
sized town, with provincial streets like much of Bayonne. 

* Miss Takuok ; L,uiix XIV, 
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Often the stories of the houses jal out, one over the 
other. These projections give a relish of local color to 
the crooking ways, intensified by the round-tiled roofs 
and by occasional red or blood-colored beams and door- 
posts. Although we are still on the French side of the 
frontier, Spanish influence is already marked, white that 
of the Basques predominates over both. St Jean is also 
a summer resort, in a modest way, chiefly for quiet Span- 
ish families; and from the heavy stone sea-wall built 
along the beach we see many of their villas. In days 
before the railroad went beyond, the port exchanged 
regular and almost daily steamers with San Sebastian 
and Santander, thus connecting with the Si)anish rail, 
and giving a rather imjjortant traffic advantage. It 
fostered, besides, extensive cod-fishing and even wha- 
ling enterprises. Its harbor has suffered since ; the 
rails too have gone through to Spain, and St. Jean is 
left mildly and interestingly mournful, in its lessened 
power, its decayed gentility. 

lY. 

In St. Jean de Luz, we are fairly in the country of the 
Basques. One sees so many of that singular people in 
the streets, and along the Biscayan shore generally, that 
inquiries about them are almost forced upon the atten- 
tion. The Basques are still the curiously ill-explained 
race they have always been ; the learned still disagree 
over their origin, and the world at large scarcely knows 
of them more than the name. They arc scattered all 
through this lower sea-corner of France, shading oil near 
Hayonne ; and arc in yet greater numbers in ihc adjoin- 
ing upper edges of Spain. It seems strange that the 
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beginnings of this isolated race should to«day be aU 
most no better settled than in the time of Humboldt 
or Kamond. Yet they contrive still to embroil the 

philologists and historians. Here the race has lived, 
certainly since the days of the Romans, probably since 
long before, out of kin with all the world, and the 
world's periods have passed on and left them. N'o 
one knows their birth-mark : they ha\ e forgotten it 
themselves. Of theories, numberless and hopelessly in 
discord, each still offers its weighty arguments, and each 
destroys the certainty ul any. 

Thi.s appears incredible. What niy.stcry is in.soluble in 
the sharp light of modern research ? Yet until the de- 
fenders of the view that the Basques came from Atlantis 
can make truce with the advocates of their Phoenician 
origin, — until the welUattested theory of their affinity 
with certain South American races can overthrow the 
better^attested theory that they are the remains of the 
ancient Iberians, — until Moor and Finn,** Tartar and 
Coptic, can amicably blend their claims to relationship, 
the Basques must remain as they are,— foundlings ; or 
rather, a race whose length of pedigree has swallowed 
up its beginnings. 

It is these unattached sea and mountain races wl)o are 
always hardest to conquer. Hcn< e tlie boasi of the 
Basques. Even tlie Roman>, though tlu-y could defeat, 
i:ould not subdue them. The strong Roman fortre<>s of 
Lapurdum ^now iJayonnc) did not succeed in even 
terrifying them, though they were worsted several times 
by its legions. Down through all the early part of the 
long Christian era, the forefathers of these frank-faced 

* It is said that ihc IJaNfjuc nomenclature of domcNlic animal> is 
almost entirely FinnUh. 
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fibhers anci mountaineers wc see here iii the streets of St. 
Jean kept their hills stul)bornly to thein^eU i-s. Later, as 
much pcrliaps from ])C)liL\' as necessity, the race came 
gradually to fall in wiih the general governments crystal- 
lizing about them. The Spanish Basques came first into 
the traces, though not until the thirteenth century ; they 
were then finally incorporated into the Castilian mon- 
archy. But they claimed and held marked rights in 
compensation. While special privileges— /iv^/'^x — were 
accorded to certain other provinces as well as to them, 
theirs were the widest and endured the longest. They 
had five special exemptions : they were not subject to 
military conscription ; nor to certain imposts and taxe^ 
(paying a gross composition in their place ;) nor in gen- 
eral to trial otitside their province ; nor to the (]iiartcrinj5 
of troops ; nor to any regulations of their internal affairs 
beyond that of the lorret^itfor, a representative magistrate 
apj)ointed by the king. These /7/(V(Vji lasted in substance 
even up to 1S76, when Alfonso . -5 go\ ernment finally re- 
pealed them. While thus the Spanish 15 isques have, 
even under allegiance, held stoutly to the right of virtual 
self-government, their brethren north of the Pyrenees 
long preserved a still fuller autonomy, only coming into 
the national fold of France under the impetus of the 
Revolution. 

Thus the Basques have a stiff record of independence ; 
it keeps them in no little esteem, both with themselves and 
with their neighbors. Trains, travel, traffic, eat into their 
solidarity, and may in time disintegrate it ; but a Basque 
has not yet lost a particle of his pride of clan ; it is in- 
born and ineradicable ; he would be no other than he is ; 
" /> ne srn's fas iin horn me," he boasts, "yV suis un Bast/ue." 
Vou note instinctively his straighter bearing among the 



€6 



A MIDSUMMER DRIVE THROUGH THE PYRENEES. 



neighboring French peasantry ; you can often single out 
a Basque by his air. This hardens into a peculiar re- 
sult : since they are all of the same high lineage, all are 
aristocrats ; every Basque is ex officio a nobleman ; this 
is seriously meant and seriously believed. There are no 
degrees of caste, the highest is the only ; the entire race 
is blood-proud, ancestor-proud. A Basque family might 
not improbably have been the originators of that cele- 
brated family tree which remarked, in a marginal note 
only midway back, that about this time the Creation 
took place." 

They are not stilted in their pride, however ; your 
true Basque cares much for his descent and little {ox its 
dignities. " Where the McGregor sits," he would aftirni, 
*' there is the head of tlie talile," and so he cares nothing 
about the nominal ]ica(lshi|). He lives a Irec, Inisy life 
in the hill-country or near the sea, stalwart, swarthy, a 
lover of the open air, apt ai work and .sufiicicnily enter- 
prising, self-respecting, proud as Lucifer and com- 
bustible as his matches," in no case pinchingly ])oor, 
but rarely rich, and never in awe of his own coat- 
of -arms. 

Writers uniformly take a wicked pleasure in maligning 
the Basque language. Its spelling and syntax, its words 
and sentences, its methods of construction, are of^enly 
derided. Unusual word-forms and distended proper 
names arc singled out and held up to jeers and con- 
tumely. A Spanish proverb asserts that as to pronuncia- 
tion the Basques write "Solomon" and pronounce it 
" Nebuchadnezzar. ' i'he devil, it is alleged, studied for 
seven years to learn the Basijue tongue : at the end of 
that time he had mastered only three wnnls and aban- 
doned the task in disgust. " .And the result is," adds a 
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vivacious writer, *' that he is unable to tempt a Basque, 
because he cannot speak to him, nnd that consequently 
every Basque goes straiglit to heaven. Unfortunately, 
now that the population is bet;inning to talk French, 
(which the devii knows terribly well,) this privilege is 
disappearing.** 

Ovcriicaiing disjointed Basque phr,i^e> t*ii liie Biarrilz 
beach or here in the streets and caf^s of St. Jean, one 
will not blame the devirs discouragement. There is 
scarcely one familiar Aryan syllable. For centuries 
their speech was not even a written one ; there is said to 
be no book in Basque older than two hundred years. 
But, its strangeness and isolation once allowed for, there 
is in realit) much to defend in the Basque language. As 
spoken, it is far from being harsh, and fall pleasantly, 
often softly, on the ear ; the sounds are clear, the articu* 
lations rarely hurried as with the French. The words, 
other than a few proper names, do not exceed a sober 
and reasonable length, and as to spelling, e\ery letter 
has its assigned use and duty ; there are no phonetic 
drones. The original root-forms are short and always 
recognisable ; the full words grow tr<jm these by an 
orderly if intricate system of inflections and the forming 
of derivatives. 

The inflections are, it roust be admitted, intricate. 
Each noun boasts two separate forms, and each of its 
declensiott'Cases keeps a group of sub-cases within reach 
for special emergencies. There are only two regularly 
ordained verbs,«-*< to be " and "to have *'; but they don 
different canonicals for each different ceremony, and 
their varying garbs seem fairly without limit. In the 
Grammaire Basque of M. (Uzc, published in Bayonne, I 
count no less than one hundred and eight pages of 
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closcly-set tables needed to paint the opalescent hues of 
these multiform auxiliaries, — and this onlv \n one dialect, 
out ot !>ix in all. M. Chaho, an essayist of weight and 
himself a Basque, informs us artlessly and seriously that 
one counts a thousand and forty«five fonns for their com- 
bined present indicatives^ and a trifle over ten thousand 
forms for the two fully expanded verbs ; and yet the 
language, he hastens to add, is so magically simple that 
even a Basque child never makes an error ! 

As to its appearance in print, the reader may judge 
for himself, for here is one of their favorite love-songs. 
These light songs abound, many being surprisingly deli- 
cate and dainty. 

BASQUE SONG. 

•* C/iori/fotM, Hourat hoUdt 

AV /ir-iilrz iiirian ' 

£s/Hjna/at jouaiteco^ 

Elhurra Ate terUam. 
A^arrtH jouanen guluc 

Elhurra kourtun deniamt 

** SaH yime/eH ermita 

Dtscrtian gora da, 
lisponalal jouni!rt\ 

Han da gourc f<attsatia, 
Guibelerat so 'gmn eta 

Hasperrtnak arduraf 

" Hasferrcna, hahtiomi 
Maitiaren bortkala. 
Bihottian sar hakio 

llourii cni lit i;aUi ; 
JEio ^ticro crran izoc 
Xic igorUn haidala. " 

A Ejraceful I'Lnglish version of ilic above is iu existence, 
and will fitly complement its origmal : 
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*' Borne on thy win^s amiiKt the air, 
Sweet bird, where wilt thou go ? 
For if thou wouldsl to Spain repair, 

The ports m filled with toow. 
Wait, and we will fly together. 
When the Spring brings sunny weather. 

" St. Joseph's hermit af;e is lone, 

Amidst the doert bare, 
And when we on onr way arc gone, 

Awhile we 11 rest us there ; 
As wc pursue our mountain track, 
Shall we not sigh as we look back ? 

" Go to my love, O gentle sigh, 
And near her chamber hover nigh ; 
Glide to her heart, make that thy shrine, 
As she is fondJy kept in mine. 

Then thou mayst tell her it h T 
Who nent thee to her, gentle sigh ! " 

— COSTELLO. 

In regard to length of words, there exist undoubtedly 
some surprising examples, but they are merely compound 
expressions and quite in analogy with tliose of better 
known and less abused tongues. The ("lerman. for one, 
indulges in such with notorious yet unrebuked frequency. 
One is naturally startled at encountering in Basque such 
imbrications as ftarysarcyarenlarrMrenharena, or Ardan- 
zesareyaremturrUoburuaf which at« actuat names of places 
in Spanish Basque-land ; but they are mercifully rare, 
and when analyzed prove to be rational and even poetic 
formations, laden with a fall equivalent of import, — the 
first of the above two signifying the centre of the field 
of the mountain of the star,** and the second, ** the sum- 
mit of the fountain of the mountain of the vine." 
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These be scarcely fair samples, however. Commoner 
words and some of their more musical phrases are in- 
stanced in the following, taken in the dialect of this 
region of St. Jean : 



Haran Valley. 

Ekhelde^ Farm. 

Oi^i, Bread. 

Egur Wood. 

Marawa^ Hatciiet. 

Nekarwale,, Workntan. 

Aiktf My father. 

Keurt maiUakf. . . . 



Lt> .Sleep. 

Etchi\ Ifouse. 

Euhetar Household. 

A'irhaba, Child. 

NtseateAa Maiden. 

ZarioHcko,,. ...... Happy. 

Ama My mothei; 

. , . . .My loved oucs. 



Home words, such as these latter, give a glimpse of 
this people's home life. For they are devoted to their 
household as to their tribe, and uniformlv show a cer- 
tain homely honesty and .simpliciiy underneath all their 
free ways. Love of smuggling does not impugn this 
honesty, — in their own view, at all events ; for the 
Basque, man and woman, is a bom smuggler, and be* 
lieving it right is not ashamed. Indeed, they make 
common cause of it ; for years, if a revenue officer 
detected and shot a Basque in the act, he had to fly the 
land at once, for the entire neighborhood united in seek- 
ing hot and deadly vengeance. 

The race is notably fond of dancing and drama, and 
the villages hold frequent open-air theatricals, generally 
upon religious themes, whirh they always handle with 
great seriousness. They have at intervals unitpie con- 
tests in im]>rovisation, rivaling VVoltrani and Tannhaiiser, 
or the Mcislersingers, in this special talent. They are 
fruitful, too, in proverb lore, as would l)e expected in an 
old race. Their wise saws are siiarj), often rasping : 
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" Hani Lrca'l makes ■>liar]i Iccth." I (\-/' ;-f';'rrn7r/ hm^tiin ff*rrflza.) 
" One eye sutftces the s«dlcr ; the huyer has need of a hundred." 
" Marriage-day is the next day after happiness." 
** Avarice, having killed a man, took refuge in the Church ; it has 
never gone out since.** 

liusbandmcn. licrdsmen, fishermen, — such are the ma- 
jority. Tile I aims arc small, averaging four or five acres, 
and descend by primogeniture ; flax, hemp, corn, are their 
staples. Basques were the first whalers, so it is declared, 
and St. Jean used to be a noted port for their vessels ; 
the whales have since sought more northern banks, 
and St. Jean is reduced to the humbler quest of sar- 
dines and anchovies. There are iron-mines and marble* 
quarries, besides, to engage many ; hunting and logging 
are favored pursuits ; Basque sailors are to be found in 
all waters, while great numbers of the younger men are 
now yearly emigrating to ilie South American coasts, to 
make a better living, — and to avoid conscription. 

Those of the race we see in our transit impress otie. 
on the whole. favornbJy. The men have, in the mam, 
the liihe. firm port attributed to them, thotigh there are 
I5a>([ue " trash," as there are (ieorgia "crackers," and 
avcraj;e-lesseners everywhere. The women are often 
noticeably attractive ; the younger ones have a ruddy 
face and full, clear eye, but the skin shrivels and wears 
with middle age, as does that of their French peasant 
sisters. The Basques about Biarritz and St. Jean appear 
to associate with the French element in entire amity ; the 
race strives still to keep distinct, but habits and idioms 
and manners imperceptibly mingle ; they speak French 
or patois quite as much as their own tongue, and in 
divers ways hint at the working of amalgamation and 
assimilation. 



72 



A MIDSUMMEK DRIVE THROUGH THE PYRENEES. 



Mention of this bizarre tribe is perhaps not untimely ; 
the leveling process progresses fast, over Basque*]and as 
in all the world ; steam and lightning are the genii of the 
age, but they destroy while they build. As a significant 
straw, the French government enforces here, in the public 
schools, the teaching and speaking of French to super* 
sede the Basque. Similarly, Spanish is required in the 
schools over the border. In some of these, a child de> 
tected in a lapse into Basque must wear a certain ring^ 
which he is allowed to pass on to the fir^t companion he 
ratc hes likewise tripping. The l itter may pass it on in 
turn. At the end of the week conus the reckoning-day, 
antl the unhappy individual then found with the ring is 
l)unished for the collective sinners of the week. Few 
more ingenious, even if dcmorali/.ing, expedientii could 
be devised to put the native tongue and sentiments under 
ban. 

** It has been truthfully observed, " says one,* "that, in 
ancient times, the Basques kept themselves outside of the 
Roman world ; in the middle age they remained outside 
of feudal society ; while to>day they would fain keep out 
of the modern world. The spectacle of this little con- 
federacy, steadily maintaining its isolation for so many 
centuries, is most interesting, and, in some aspects, 
affecting ; but the very stubbornness and the prolonged 
success of its resistance to all attempts to draw it into 
the current of modern life and tiiouglU only enhances 
the significance of its ultimate failure, and furnishes an 
expressive commentary upon the futility of a people's 
most determined efforts to hold itself aloof from the 
brotherhood of nations. Contact is God's manifest de- 

♦ ViNCKNT : In tJu Shadow oj Ike Pyretues, New York : Charles 
Scrihner's. Suns. 
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eree. The five Basques «t Bayonne bridge, helpless 
against the incoming tide, present a truthful prophecy of 
the destiny of the whole race before the advancing and 
mounting wave of modem civilization." 

V. 

In thi-^ region, too, lies the famous pass of Ibafieta or 
Roncesvalles. It may be readily visited in a two days' 
excursion from St. Jean or from Biarritz. There is a 
carriage-road to Valcarlos, a small village on the way ; 
beyond, a mule-paih winds on up through the pass and 
down to the convent on the other side. 

This conyent was founded to commemorate the one 
greatest tradition of the pass, — the destruction of Charle- 
magne's rear-guard by the Basques in ambush and the 
death of the hero Roland. 

**Oli for a blist of ttot dnad horn 
On FontsnbtMi echoes borne 

That to King Charles did come ; 
When Rowland brave and Olivier 
And eveiy paladin and peer 

On RoQcesvkUes died 1 '* 

Of the few writers who have visited this region, all 
make airy mention of the battle of Runcesvalles ; 
scarcely one, however, condescends to details. Yet it 
gave rise to a great epic poem, — the greatest epic of 
France, the delight of all her ancient minstrels. One 
often hears named the S»t^ of Roland; one seldmn 
hears more than the name. By many the charm of its 
story is all unknown. 

**In truth and fact/' observes a recent anonymous 

writer, "the chain can claim one single real legend. 

That ooe, however, is so great, so grand, so dominating 
4 
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— it is so immense, so universal, so world-wide, — that it 
suffices all alone ; it creates a doctrine by itself, it needs 
no aid, no su|)port, no companions, — it is the mighty 
tale of Roland. The mountain is full of Roland. His 
hands, his feet, his horse, hii sword, his voice, have left 
their puissant mark on almost every crest, in almost 
every glen. Above Gavaraiey amidst the eternal snow, 
gapes the slashed fissure hewn by Durandal, his sword ; 
ten miles off in a gorge you see the indents of the hoofs 
of Bayard on a rock which served as his half-way touch- 
ing-point when he sprang in two flying bounds from the 
Breach to the Peak of the Chevalier near St. Sauveur. 
At the Pass of Roland, above Carobo, the rock remains 
split open where the hero stamped and claimed a pas- 
sage. The ponds of Vivier Lion, near I.ourdcs, were 
dug by the pressure of his foot and knee when Vail- 
lantif, a charger which carried him in his last fight, but 
who was then unbroken, had the audacity to throw him. 
At St. Savin, where the monks had lodged him, he paid 
his bill by slaying the irreverent giants, Passamoni and 
Alabaster, whose neighborhood was unpleasant to the 
convent. And so on, all about. His tremendous figure 
is everywhere, all full of the superbest violence and of 
the most wondrous acrobatry. But it is at Roncesvalles 
that his great name is greatest There, where he died, 
his memory lives in an unfading halo. In Spain, beneath 
the Peak of Altabiscar amongst the beech groves, on the 
15th of August, 778, perished the astounding paladin. 
The Song of Roland tells how he fell, not quite exactly 
but very amazingly ; the story is so intensely interesting 
that the reader is carried away by it and finds himself 
for a moment almost able to believe it. It does not 
matter that the defeat is attributed to the Saracens, not 
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one of whom was present, (the whole thing having been 

got up and carried out by the Basques alone ;) that 
error was indispensable to the tale, and gives it much of 
its strange charm." 

There is .m excellent reason why the poem might fail 
in sharp historical accuracy ; it wa<? not formally com- 
]>o«;ed until between three and four hundred years after 
the battle. The event itself happened in 778; the first 
known MS. was made, by a scribe, about 1 150. All dur- 
ing the long interval, ballad-singers and minstrels had 
been extolling France and Roland ; the love of the 
heroic was as strong as before Homer ; the hero's name 
had grown with his fame into titanic proportions ; the 
actual author, (conjectured to have been one Turoldus 
or Theurolde, a monk,) had but to take the poetic ma- 
terial ready at his hand and fashion it into the epic. 
Time had dimmed and enlarged the details ; the Sot^ 
of Ri^nd deals in mass and massive heroes ; in this it 
is like a book from the Iliad. 

It is not a long poem ; there are only about 3,500 lines 
in all, but the Old French in which it is written makes it 
difficult reading, at least to one not a Frenchman. The 
briefest citation will show this : 

" CarUi ii Hfis, nostre Lmperei t' magtus. 
Set an* tu* plans ad esUt en Espaiptt ; 
Tresftien la nur^ etmqvdst la tert oUaignt, 
M*i ad castel ki devant tmi rtmagntt^ 

(•* Charles U Rot, notre gramf Emfertur^ 

Srf't an.'; rnfii-rs i-rf Vi'sti' rn F. fpa^nr : 
jfus^u <i Lx nter, it a canquis la haute terre, 
Pat dt <MUttU qui Henne drvant lui." 

— GAVTlRlt.) 
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However, it has been transmuted into modem French, 
and latterly twice translated into English verse ; and the 
English translations appear to have preserved remarkAbly 
both the power irul sweetness of the original. 

The poem centres almost wholly upon this deadly bat- 
tle in the Pyrenees, — the last battle of Roland its hero, 
Charlemagne and the Franks had invaded Sj)ain, and 
spent seven years warring with the Moors and conquer- 
ing their cities. On their return, as the poem narrates 
it, the Moots, instigated by a traitor in Charlemagne's 
army, plotted an ambush in this pass of Roncesvalles. 
The army began its march. The main body defiled 
through in safety, and turned westward to await the 
rear-guard nearer the coast. But when that division, 
the flower of the Frankish forces,— commanded by Ro- 
land, his bosom friend Oliver, the warrior-archbishop 
Turpin, and the others of the twelve great paladins, — 
reached the pass, hostiles began to appear, — in front, 
above, behind. More and more they thickened riround 
it, — fierce liascjues or swarthy Moslems, " a hundred 
thousand heathen men ; " and the three leaders soon 
realized their betrayal. Oliver exclaimed : 

** ' tlanelon * wrought this perfiily ! 

It \\ he who doomed us to h<»ld the rear.' 
' Hush," said Roland, ' O Olivier, 
No word be said of my step-sire here,' " 

— a touch of magnanimity strange for that brutal age, 
yet only one of many in the poem. Roland rather 
exulted than shrank at the prospect of a battle, by what- 

♦ Ganclon was the traitor and Roland'^^ own step-father. The lines 
quoted are from the Ute version by John 0'Ha(;an, outlined in an 
article in the EMithtrgk Jltview to whose sppiedatiTe commentary 
mudi faidebtedncss is acknowledged. 
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ever means brought about Oliver was the cooler of the 
two^ and he promptly urged Roland to sound his great 
horn, which might be heard for thirty leagues, and so 
summon Charlemagne to the rescue. He saw that the 
danger was real, for the odds were overwhelmingly 
against them. But Roland impetuously refused. Thrice, 
though not in cowardice, Oliver pleaded with him : 

" ' Roland, Kuland, yet wind one bla-st ! 
Karl will hear ere the gorge be past. 
And the Franks retora on thdr path full fast.' 

' I will not muiikI on mine IvorjT hom ! 

It shall lu ver he sjxikcn of me in M:orn 

That for heathen felons one blast I blew. 

I may not dishonor my Hne^e true. 
. • • > . • 

Death were better than fame laid low. 
Our Emperor loveth a downright blow ! ' " 

The Moors at last swarmed to the attack. They were 
no cravens, the Moors ; the fight grew rapidly desi)er:Uc'. 
The Franks performed wonders ; they tingled with the 
Archbishop's glorious assoilment : 

In Cod*s high name the host he blest. 

And for penance he gave them— to smite their best ! " 

The twelve paladins slew twelve renowned Payninis ; the 
mailed phalanx hewed its way into the infidels, layin;^ 
thcni low by thousands. But thousands more were be- 
hind, — the reserve was inexhaustible: the "hundred 
thousand" were cut to pieces, when me Moorish king, 
hastily sumnioned, came up with a fresh army of myr- 
iads more. It was too much ; little by little the Franks 
were beaten down, not back, and melted unyielding 
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away. The peers fell one by one, upon heaps of the 
Moslem dead ; the day wore on ; of the twenty thousand 

Frankish warriors, but sixty men at length remained. Too 
late Roland would wind his horn ; it was Oliver's turn 
to disdain the now useless expedient. Roland sounded 
nevertheless : 

" The mountain peaks somd hich around ; 
Thirty leagues was borne the sound. 

Kar! hath heard it and all his band ; 

' Our men have battle,' he sai<l, ' ->n hand !* 

Ganelon rose in front and cried : 
' If another spake, I would say be lied !' " 

Again the desperate sound was faintly heard : 

** * It is Roland's hnrti,* •^.lM the Emperor, 

* Antl save in battle he hatl not blown ! ' 

* Battle,' said Gonclun, * is there none. 
Old yott have grown,— all while and hoar ! 

He would sound all day (or a single hare. ' " 

The third time, Rol.md blew : his nostrils- and mouth are 
filled with blood, iiis tcmjilch crai k with the stress : 

" Said Karl : * That horn U full of breath ! ' 
Said Naimes : "T i» Roland who travMleth/ " 

— and the Etnpcror instantly gave the command tcJ turn 
and rush to tlu- rescue. 

But the battle had gone too far. Again and again the 
Utile band of Franks clove its way into the enemy ; the 
latter wavered, retreated, fell by hundreds, and came 
back in thousands. Roland's tears fell fast over his dead 
companions : 
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** * Land of Fiance^ thou art soothly fur ! 
To^y thou liest bereaved and bare. 

It was all for me ymtr lives ye gave. 
And I was helpless to shield or save.' " 

The last Fraakish inan-at-annsat length fell ; only the 
three foremost paladins remained of all the host. But 
the Saracens dared no longer to approach them ; they 
hurled their lances from afar. Spent and faint and 

bleeding, the three still stood out. but the death-wound 
of Oliver finally came ; his vision swam, he swayed 
blindly on his horse. There is no more touching and 
beautiful incident in the whole range of song than this 
of his death : 

" His eyes from bleeding ai« dimmed and dailt. 

Nor mortal near or far can mark ; 

And wlien his comra«lc beside him pressedi 

Fiercely he smote on his golden crest ; 

Down to the nasal the helm he bhred. — 

But passed no further nor pierced hia head. 

Roland marveled at such a blow, 

And thus bespako him. soft and low ; 

' ilast thou done it, my comrade, wittingly? 
Roland, who lovett thee so dear, am I ; 
Thou hast no quarrel with me to seek ? ' 

Oliver answered : ' I hear thee speak. 
But I see thee not. God seeth thee. 
Have I struck thee, brother ? Forgive il me.* 

* I am not hurt, O Olivier, 
And in sight of Cod I foigive thee here.' 

Then each to each his head hath lai<l. 
And in love like thi» was their parting made." 

And now but Roland and the Archbishop were left, — 
the fonner on foot, his charger dead. Wounded and 
gasping, they rushed forward upon the enemy; the 
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sword-arm of the Moorish king was cut from his side, 
his son fell dead before him. The Moors quailed ; their 
lances fell in storms upon the heroes. Suddenly a lon^ 
far sound was heard ; it was of the trumpets of Charle- 
magne's returning army rushing to the rescue but still 
miles and hours awny. The Saracens turned at the very 
sound ; a final lance-showcr, and tliey fled ; the two 
held the pass of Roncesvalies, unconquered, — but dying. 
For it was too late. 

The Archblsh(i;> had sunk to the ground, gasping, — 
lifeless. Rolaiul, hiricken himself, placed his companion 
gently on the grass : 

" He took the fair white hands nut«:prcad. 
Crossed and clasped them upon his breast." 

Then with his remaining strength, he sought one by one 
for the corpses of the other ten paladins ; one by one he 
brought them to the feet of the dead prelate and laid 
them before the august body, — Oliver's corpse last and 
dearest of all. There he might leave them, the solemn 
assemM} f^f the peers. It was his last task. His wound 
too was mortal ; his time had come to join them. 

*' In vigor and pathos," justly observes the review be- 
fore mentioned, this })oeni rises to the end. There are 
few things in poetry more simply grand than liic death 
of Roland. He moves feebly back to the adjoining 
limit-line of Spain,^the land which his welMoved 
master has conquered,~and a bow-shot beyond it, and 
then drops to the ground : *' 

" That ileath was on him he knew full well I 
Down from his head to his heart it fell. 
On the grass beneath e pine tree's shade. 
With face to earth, his fonn he laid : 
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Beneath him place<l he hi% horn and sword. 
And turned hi-s face lo the heathen horde • 
Thu!i hath he done the sooth to show 
That Ktfl md hit wftrrion all mfty know 
Tint tlie gentle Count a oonquerar dM. 

* Afrti culpa* full oft he cried, 
And for all his sins, unto ('.<h1 ahove 
In sign of penance he raised his glove. 

He did his rigbt>hand glove upUft ; 
Saint Gabriel took from his hand the gilt 

— Then drooped his head upon his breast. 
And with clasped hands he went to rest," 

There is indeed little in epic poetry to surpass the high 
simplicity of this loving portrayal of a hero's death. 

It is the climax of the poem. The Emperor's army 
burst upon the scene, frantic with anxiety ; but no eye 
was open to give them greeting. Roland was dead with 
his slaughtered rear-guard, and lying with his face to the 
foe. For three days the sun stayed its motion, at Charle' 
magne's frenzied petition, and the Moors were chased 
and cut to pieces, Saragossa taken, — a full and furious 
vengeance exacted. The whole army mourned for their 
companions ; holy rites attended their stately burial ; 
Ganelon was tried, condemned, torn to pieces by wild 
horses. But the joy of the Franks, their hero, their 
idol, was gone forever from them ; retribution, even the 
bitterest, could count for little against the passing of that 
peerless spirit. 

A pathetic meeting was afterward the old Emperor's 
with Alva, the afiianced of Roland : 

** * Where is my Roland, &ire,' she cried, 
'Who vowed to Uke me for his bride?'" 

4* 
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Brokenly at length he told her o( the news. A mO" 
ment she gazed at him unseeing : 

" ' God and his anselx forbid, that I 
Should live on earth if Rol«nd die ! ' 
Pale grew her citeek, — die sank anwia 
Down at the feet of Charlemagne.'* 



So let us leave this tender poem, tender unwontedly 
among its tines ; an epic which sincerely merits a YOgue 
more near to its value. 



CHAPTER V. 



THE CITY OF THE ARROW-PIERCED SAINT. 

We glide saioothly away from St. Jean de Luz and its 
legends, by the unlegendary railroad. The track curves 
southward, with frequent views of the coast, and it will 
be but a lew minutes before we shall be in Spain. We 
instinctively feel for the reassuring rustle of our pass* 
ports, duly vis/d at Bordeaux. The low mountain that 
overhangs Fuenterrabia, one of the nearest Spanish 
towns, comes closer, and soon the train whistles shrilly 
into the long station at Hendaye, the last French village, 
in great repute for its delicious cordial. It is on the 
edge of the BIdassoa, a placid, shallow river which here 
lazily acts as the international boundary. Irun, the first 
town of the peninsula, is across the bridge, and after a 
short delay the train crosses, — and we instantly feel a 
hundred miles nearer to the Escorial, a hundred years 
nearer to Philip and the auto-ihi-f/. 

The change of nationality at these frontier towns is 
always distinct and burjirising, and more so tlian else- 
where here in Irun. Within three minutes we have in 
every sense passed from France into Spain. Language 
not only, but the type of face and dress, have altered in 
a flash: We are not conscious, however, of any increased 
governmental surveillance ; passports are not asked for 
at all, and the customs>official gives but a light inspec- 
tion to trunk and -satchels. 

83 
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But he is in considerable perplexity over the camera. 
This he is scrutinizing very suspiciously. We assume 
that a true Greek compound should pass current every- 
where, if given a ])ropcr local termination, and so con- 
fidently hazard, photo-i^rafia.^* 

I still believe that the word was skilfully and philo- 
logically evolved, but it seems to fail of its effect. We 
repeat it, with appropriate gestures ; the official looks 
puzzled but not enlightened. He inspects the lens, the 

bellowst the slides. We fear 
for the negatives and the 
unexposed plates. Prompt 
action is needed, for already 
his hand is approaching 
them ; and boldly withdraw- 
ing the closed plate-holders 
from the camera we defi- 
antly pocket them before his eyes. 

A short, clicking sound caused by the act of with- 
drawal gives the inspector an idea. He looks up hope- 
fully. 

" Tf/es^rafo ? " he asks. 

We nod with vigor and even more hopefully, and are 
inspired to add : 

** iSr^ seMor, telegrafo ! Americano ; caramba ! " 

This has the desired effect. The mystery is explained. 
The government's hand is stayed, its doubt vanishes ; 
the precious scroll of chalk is made, and the plates are 
saved to darkness and to good works. 

It is necessary to change cars at Irun. Trains cannot 
possibly go through, owing to a difference in gauge, — a 
difference purposely devised by moody Spain, in order 
to impede hostile invasion. There is also a wait of an 
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hour. The Spaniard does not assent to the equation 

between time and money. The lunch at the buffet in 
the station is ceremonious and calm : the sircressive 
courses are gravely served at its naperied tables with 
the same deliberation, the same care and attention to 
detail, as at a hotel. It is but a short journev to San 
Scbasiian, and in halt an hour after leaving irun we are 
at our destination. 

II. 

San Sebastian » both a city unto itself, and a sum- 
mer resort unto others. As to the latter, it is among the 
most popular watering-places in Spain, and is styled 
" the Brighton of Madrid." As to the former, it is a 
home for twenty thousand human beings of its own ; it 
earns a sufficing competence, chiefly in exchanges with 
its surrounding province ; and it has a monopoly of cen- 
tralization over a wide region, for no other important 
Spanish city lies nearer than Panipeluna or Burgos. 
Burgos is not actually so very remote, — only a short 
hundred and fifty miles beyond ; and we had spoken of 
a visit to its renowned cathedral. But we had not reck- 
oned with Spanish railway speed ; it was found that the 
time required solely to go and come would be nearly 
fifteen hours ! Unvisited, we saw, must remain the 
cathedral within which the hot-headed Protestant mis- 
sionary blew out the sacred light that had burned for 
three hundred years. Owing to the Hispanian miscon* 
ception of horologies! values, Burgos is practically, if 
not actually, exceedingly remote from San Sebastian. 

The latter, however, is so fortunately close to the edge 
of France that those who come as near as Biarritz or 
Pau should assuredly make this brief dip over the border. 
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San Sebastian is strictly new ; its predecessors have 
been burned five times, one upon the other, the last being 
brought to ashes by tlic soldiers of Wellington ; and it 
is liable to be burned again whenever France and Sj)ain 
begin to fight again across it. It is an cxccilciit model 
for that worthy fowl, the phoenix, for it has risen with 
undismayed cheerfulness from each holocaust, the 
present representative is in three segments. The city 
itself is composed of two, and the citadel makes a fairly 
important third. From a military point of view, the 
citadel was once counted first, and the city itself made 
an unimportant third, — with no second. But modem 
gunnery has changed that estimate. 

Of the two parts of the city proper, one is national, the 
other international ; they do not unite, but adjoin, 
welded by a central promenade, the Alameda. Each is 
distinct, and has little to do with the life of the other. 
The native population centres wliolly in the west half ; 
we drift first over to this, in our afternoon walk, and 
scan its ai)])earancc and people witli int]uisitive though 
decorous interest. This section, comprising much of 
what was the old town, has evidently aimed to reproduce 
it ; it has been rebuilt with persistent regard to the former 
municipal type, and shows to-day a curious combi* 
nation of bright, new and well constructed tenements, 
built on a dark, old and ill instructed plan. The streets 
are left narrow,-— very narrow. The black doorways and 
halls, as we peer in, in passing, are cramped and forbid- 
ding ; the projecting balconies approach each other over- 
head, and the oblong yellow buildings themselves rise to 
overshadowing height. Like soldiers on dress parade 
they stand, relentlessly regular and uniform, b^ock after 
block, and their walled lanes, straight and similar and 



THE CTTY OF THE ARROW-PIERCED SAINT. 



87 



uncharacteristic, cross and weave themselves into a 
stiff, right-angled clieck, exasperating and profitless, un- 
relieved by a hint at variation of outline, by a picturesque 
cave or gable, or a single artistic " bit." 

The cathedral does indeed possess some interest, par- 
ticularly its carved front of light-colored stone ; and here 
and there about it are a few old liuuse^, imsuttccd relicts, 
that have not bowed to the new regime. The shops in 
this part of the town are less individnal than one would 
expect, though we find them not devoid of a certain 
variety. The specialty of the place is the enameling of 
gold and silver upon iron. Jewelry and small articles 
are made of this ware in elaborate designs and with 
great daintiness and skill. Outside of this, San Sebastian 
does not seem to have invented any new wants for 
humanity, and its shops do not seek to supply any but 
the old. 

The other half of the town I have called international. 
'I'his is the section of the hotels, of wide streets and 
tl iggetl walks, of massy squares of business buildings, 
of villas and a park and the bathing circle. The sea 
swings around the projecting ca\)C of the citadel into a 
deeply notched bay, small and still, and on its edge 
. which meets the town you find pavilions and beach- 
chairs and their usual accompaniment of idling human* 
ity. The Casino stands boldly up, a little to the right, 
and in front of it, on the Alameda, the band will play in 
the coming summer evenings for all the ^lite of Madrid. 

The fine H6tel de Londres is large and well kept, and, 
like all Spanish hotels, charges on the good American 
plan of so much per day. One gratefully appreciates 
this, after juggling every few days with disheartening 
lists of accumulated coffees and eggs and dinners and 
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rooms and mineral waters and service and bougies, and 
the others. The infinitude of microscopic book-kei ]>iiig 
made necessary by the Continental system is a thought 
to shudder at. For the rest, the hotel is only unsatisfy- 
ing because it seems in nowise distinctively Spanish. We 
almost wish we had chosen a certain other hostelry 
equally well spoken of, which, instead of Hotel, had al- 
luringly styled itself a Fonda, Probably we might have 
found as little there as here that was pure Castilian. 
Save in language and location, San Sebastian is not of 
Spain, Spanish. And as with Biarritz, it is not to be 
sought for its reminiscences of old age. It is trim and 
" kempt " and modem, and lives strictly in the present 
We soon come to realize this, cease longing for the un- 
attainable, and enjoy the place for what it is. Perhaps 
we shall recoup the vanished patina to-nKirrow, when we 
visit an older and far different town, — Fuenterrabia. 

lit. 

The Sebastian season is coextensive with the summer 
seasonal liiarritz; periiaj)s ratiier tardier in its beginnings. 
Consequently we are stilt somewhat in advance of the tide. 
This is distinctly a disadvahtage, as it was in part at 
Biarritz. There are places whose very reason for existence 
is society. Only in this costume are they rightly them- 
selves ; only in full dress, so to say, should they be called 
upon. In a true '* sentimental journey,*' art and nature 
and history should take but equal turn with the life of 
the present. The ideal traveler courts solitude in a ruin 
and society in a resort The spirit of each is differently 
divined. 

And San Sebastian out of season is a casket without 
its jewels, — a modern-made casket at that, costly but un- 
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characteristic, and with nothing of an heirloom's charm ; 
a casket neither encased in time's antique leather nor 
encrusted with true Spanish enamel 
However, we are not wholly out of the season. We 

are in the van of it, but day breaks before the sun rises. 
San Sebastian is partially awake already and rubbing its 
eyes. The season's contingent is arriving in daily por- 
tions. The Queen Regent is coming soon, to 'ipend the 
summer ; this draws an additional niunbcr m advance, 
thus influenced to summer here themselves. The beach is 
already mildly popular, and the cabmen mildly indepen- 
dent. We drive out from the town around the bend of the 
iiuic ha), and see opening villas and oilici marks of 
awakening life. But we sigh for music on the quiet plaza ; 
hope in vain for a concert or ball in the Casino ; and, above 
all, monm and refuse to be comforted, for there is no 
bull-fight. After Wellington, whose way to Waterloo 
left here its fiery track, we exclaim : " O for August or 
Madrid ! ** In Madrid, they are holding bull-fights even 
now in June ; in August, they will be holding them here. 

IV. 

As to the citadel, sight-seers are not solicitously 
rritered to bv the authorities. I stroll up there in the 
afternoon. i he citadel hill is known as the Monte 
Orgtillo. The spirals of the road lead out to and around 
the edge of the promontory to its ocean side, and curve 
steadily upward duruig a rise of four iiimdred feet. 
There are pleasant views of the sea, — the Spanish main 
in literal fact, — and of the hills across the little notch of 
water that turns in at the left toward the town. I near 
the summit, pass under an untended gateway, work up- 
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ward still by a narrow lane shut in with high stone walls, 
and finally reach the foot of a long flight of stone steps 
and see the citadel looming above. It is Spain, and my 
passport is at the hotel. They are said to be very sus- 
picious in Spain ; to act first and investigate afterward. 
My whole vocabulary has already been employed at the 
custom-house, and consists of Amcriciino'' *^ caramba'* 
and " Si, Senor" It won the day at Irun. Will it win 
the day here ? 

Boldly I begin ascending the steps. They are many 
and wide, confined by tlie same high walls, and com- 
manded from above by the battlements of the fort. There 
is commotion on the parapet at the unmuffled sound of 
the foreigner's foot-fall, «and armed figures at once appear 
at the edge. 

I pause half-way, and look expectantly upward. 

** Caramha f" I inquire. 

A soldier shakes his head. 

" Americano" I insinuate, sweetly. 

Another shake, more decided. 

I grieve for a somewhat fuller technical familiarity with 
the Spanish military idiom. Undismayed, however, I 
resort to the sign language, and make gestures to signify 
that \ want to ascend. 

Kit 1. 1 r the proi>osal is rejected or it is not compre- 
hended, and I act it out again, with a cajoling " Si, Seiior'' 
Then, to make the idea clearer, 1 move on up the steps. 

But now there is a vigorous negative. More armed 
figures appear at the parapet, and, while I pause again, 
one of them explains his position in a few welUchosen 
and emphatic phrases, and illustrates his views by a 
pointed gesture toward his gun. The illustration at least 
is definite and unmistakable. 
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International complications are never to be recklessly 
brought on. But shall the assailing traveler quail before 
a gesture ? My store of Spanish passwords is exhausted, 
but there is one solvent yet remaining,— the universal 
countersign. With undiminished cheerfulness, I select 
from my pocket a stamped silver disk of well-known 
design, hoK! it significantly a moment in full view, and 
then confidently proceed up the staircase. 

The armed figures vanish from view. There is a fore- 
1)oding silence as T near the heavy entrance-way at the 
top Hut before I can pound for admittance, the great 
door swings deferentially open, a guard within salutes 
still more deferentially, I advance, friend, and proffer 
ihc rovintersign, — and the Monte OrguUo is won ! 

The view from tins hill of Mars well merits the climb 
and any attendant risk to the home State Department. 
The air is warm and stilL In front, the sea stretches to 
the horizon, smooth as the fair Glimmerglass loved by 
Deerslayer. To the right flows a clear, quiet river, the 
Urumea, to meet it, — a river on whose nearer bank below 
us lies buried many a brave English soldier, their graves 
marked by white headstones ; and from the farther shore 
of which once flew leaden rain and iron hail from con> 
quering English guns. Behind us lies the city, asleep 
in the warm afternoon haze, and in the distance are 
the forms of purplish Pyrenees hills ; while farther 
around opens the brij^ht little bay, — the ConcJux or 
Shell, happily so called, — wiili villas fringing its curve, 
and an islet-i)earl in its centre. .\ wistful touch of 
peace and sunsiiinc is over all the scene, as one views it, 
in the irony of fact, from this storm-centre of war. 

There are barracks within the walls, and monster guns 
and other usual martial furnishings, and the fortifications 
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theti)$elves have, to some extent, been put in touch with 
modern requirements. The garrison'^ life is not hard, 
and they live contentedly througli drill and evolution, 
ration and routine, and stroll down to the Alameda and 
Casino ii> hoiirs of leave. Rut theirs is a post of honor 
and danger, nevertheless. San Sebastian lies foremost 
in the route of possible invasion. It could not be ignored 
nor left untaken. And the very isolation of this fortress, 
once its strength, is now its weakness. It might serve to 
delay an onrushing army for a saving moment,— a dog 
thrown out to check the wolves. It could accomplish 
little more against the terrific artillery of to-day ; and^ — 
as with the dog,— the interval would prove a period of 
marked unrest to the fated garrison. 

However, war is now at last, if never hitherto, extinct 
for all time» so trusts the world at peace. And barrack- 
life is dreamy and easy, and the stroll down to the 
Alameda very pleasant, these fair days of summer. 

But the white headstones on the river slo}>e come out 
into view again, for a time, as 1 wander back down the 
spiral road toward the town and think on these things ; 
a cloud drifts acroas the sun and aims their brightness ; 
then the light pours down as before. 

V. 

Wellington fought his way over this region in 1813, 
and took San Sebastian, — took it by storm and thunder- 
storm,— took it in fire and hail, at fearful cost, and over 
the dead bodies of a quarter of his stormers. The place 
blocked his northward way to meet the Man of Destiny. 
Destiny decreed its fall. For seven weeks, the siege, 
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octopus-like, wound its long tentacles about its victim, 
sucking away the life. Un the last day of summer, the 
assault was let loose. The attack seemed irresistible ; 
the defence imjiregnable. .'Ml that furious morning, 
column after column of British troops swarmed up the 
river bank, pressed on into the breaches, or hurled them- 
selves to the top of the wolh. Column after column 
melted back, under the torrent of fire from the parapet 
ftnd from the batteries in the citadel. ** In vain/' says 
Napier,* '*the following multitude covered the ascent, 
seeking an entrance at every part ; to advance was im* 
possible, and the mass of assailants, slowly sinking down- 
wards, remained stubborn and immovable on the lower 
part of the breach. . . 

" The volunteers, who had been with difficulty re- 
strained in the trenches, ' calling out to know why they 
had been brought there if they were not to lead the 
assault,' being now let loose, went like a whirlwind to the 
breaches, and again the crowded masses swarmed up the 
face of the ruins, but reaclung the crest line they caine 
down like a falling wall ; crowd after crowd were seen 
to mount, to totter and to sink, the deadly French fire 
was unabated, the smoke floated away, and the crest of 
the breach bore no living man." 

The British artillery, from a near elevation, now re- 
inforced the attack with a raking fire, and new regiments 
plunged across the stream and rushed to join the attack. 
** The fighting now became Aerce and obstinate again at 
all the breaches, but the French musketry still rolled 
with deadly effect, the heaps of slain increased, and once 
more the great mass of stormers sank to the foot of the 
ruins, unable to win ; the living sheltered themselves as 

* Pemnsuiar IVar, 
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they could, but the dead and wounded lay so thickly 
that hardly could it be judged whether the hurt or 
unhurt were most numerous. 

" It was now c\ ielcnt that the assault must fail unless 
some accident ii\lcrvcnccl, tor the tide was rising, the 
reserves all engaged, and no greater etlorl could be 
exjiccted from men whose courage had been already 
pushed to the verge of inadnei>j». In this crisis, fortune 
interfered. A number of powder-barrels, Itve shells, 
and combustible materials which the French had ac- 
cumulated behind the traverses for their defence, caught 
fire, a bright, consuming flame wrapped the whole of the 
high curtain, a succession of loud explosions was heard, 
hundreds of the French grenadiers were destroyed, the 
rest were thrown into confusion, and while the ramparts 
were still involved with suflfocating eddies of smoke, the 
British soldiers broke in at the first traverse. The de- 
fenders, l)ewildered by this terrible disaster, yielded for 
a moment, yet soon rallied, and a clo<;c, desperate strug- 
gle took ])lace along the summit of the high curtain ; but 
the fury of the stormers, whose numbers increased every 
moment, could not be stemmed. The French colors on 
the cavalier were torn away, by Lieutenant Gcihin of the 
eleventh regiment. The homwork and the land front 
below the curtain, and the loopholed wall behind the 
great breach, were all abandoned ; the light-division 
soldiers, who had already established themselves in the 
ruins on the French left, immediately penetrated to the 
streets ; and at the same moment the Portuguese at the 
small breach, mixed with the British who had wandered 
to that point seeking for an entrance, burst in on their side. 

** Five hours the dreadful battle had lasted at the walls, 
and now the storm of war went pouring into the town. 
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The undaunted governor still disputed the victory for a 
short time with the aid o( his barricades, but several 
hundreds of his men being cut off and taken in the horn* 
work, his garrison was so reduced that evfii to effect a 
retreat behind the line of defences which sejiarated the 
town from the Monte Orgullo was difficult ; the com- 
manders of battalions were embarrassed for want of 
orders, and a thunder-storm, which came down from the 
mountains with unbounded fury immediately after the 
place was carried, added to the confusion of the fight. 

** Many officers exerted themselves to preserve order, 
many raen were well conducted ; but the rapine and vio- 
lence commenced by villains soon spread, the camp- 
followers crowded into the place, and the disorder 
continued until the flames, following the steps of the 
plunderer, put an end to his ferocity by destroying the 
whole town.'* 

It is beyond imagination, this sunny June afternoon, 
that the shining city about us has gasy)ed in smoke and 
ruins, has been pierced with arrows unto death as was its 
patron saint of old ; that this contentful droning of the 
shore and the street deepened once to the roar of war 
and ruse to the shriek of suttering. 



CHAPTER VI. 



AN OLD SPANISH MINIATURE. 

" WiiL-n Charlemain with mU his pccnge fdl. 
Bjr FonUrabM." 

M ILTON. 

The next day an indolent morning train draws ut 
back to the frontier. The landscape is r.ither shadeless; 
*' a Spaniard hates a tree." It should be but a twenty- 
minute ride, and so, it being short at the longest, we do not 
have lime to grudge the additional twenty consumed in 
" indolencing." The time-tal)le allowed for that, and so 
prcjjared us. It is when larger times are involved, — 
when a tour-hour ride is inflated to eight, and an eight- 
hour trip to fifteen, as in going to Burgos, — that the 
corporate deliberateness of the Spanish railways ceases 
to be a cariosity, and becomes a crime. 

We are soon in Irun once more, an4 after change of 
cars, cross to Hendaye, and baggage is inspected for 
France. The train goes on its way north, but we stay 
in Hendaye, to lunch, and to make our projected ex« 
cursion to Fuenterrabia. 

In terms of logic, San Sebastian the modern has in 
Fuenterrabia the ancient its full " contradictory." The 
one, the resort, is affirmative and universal ; the other, 
the old, strange town, is negative and individual. The 
one Ikis told us little of old Spain ; we turn hopefully to 
the other. 
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Fuenterrabia lies near the mouth of the Bidassoa, on 
the Spanish side of the stream, below Irun. It is but 
two mills from Irtin, and readily reached from that 
filace by carriage ; from Mendaye, on the French side, 
one rearhes it by row boat in about the same time, with 
the additional /.est and boast of recrossing the river and 
of entering and leaving Spain once more. 

II. 

Luncheon past, we walk up the long, easy incline that 
leads from Hendaye station into its town ; and with a 
turn to the left find our way through its streets down 
again to the river bank. Here are boats and boatmen, 
and we have to run the customary gauntlet of competi- 
tion, as vociferous at Hendaye as at Killarney or the 
Crossmon. We elect two of the competitors as allies, 
and tlic rest become our sworn enemies ftirlhwith. 

The tide is low, the water still and shallow ; and we 
are sculled smoothly out into the stream, restful in the 
soft sunshine, the full blue of the afternoon sky. The 
voices of our hundred enemies recede ; the sounds from 
the town yield to the dripping oars ; soon the stream 
stretches its silent width about us. Close-grouped on 
the opposite shore we see the dark walls of Fuenterrabia, 
domineered by the castle. The railway whistle begins 
to seem a memory of another existence, the bustle of 
travel a thing remote. The quiet of the river, unlike 
Lethe, turns us to the past, and clouds the present in a 
dreamy haze. 

" In that sunny corner where the waves of the Bay of 

Biscay wash over a sandy barrier and mingle with the 

waters of the Bidassoa stream/* — thus runs the legend 
5 
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SO charmingly recounted in Tht Sun-Maid,^** they tell 
the ancient story that a favored mortal won from the 
gods permission to ask three l)lessings for Spain. 

" He asked that her daughters might be beautiful, that 
her '^ons might be brave, and that her government might 
be good. 

"The first two requests were granted, — the beauty of 
a Spanisli woman is of world-wide renown ; and if the 
men are rash, passionate, and revengeful, at least they 
are brave ; but the last request was refused. 

* Impossible ! ' was the answer ; * impossible ! Already 
she is an earthly paradise, and were this last blessing 
hers, the very gods themselves would desert Elysium and 
come down to dwell in Spain.' " 

Of this we think, winding among the shallows, as the 
Spanish bank comes nearer, and the boat at last grounds 
lightly on its soil. Before us is the old town we are 
seeV in z. — a type perhaps of the nation itself, in its courtly 
unthritt, its proud misgovernance. 

III. 

There is a little custom-house on the bank, but our 
impcdiiiicntA are safe in Hendaye. I think our passports 
are tliere as well, so bold docs one grow upon familiarity. 

Wc have scarcely traversed a hundred yards before 
we come upon the middle centuries. There will he no 
caviling at the satisfying antiquity of Fuenterrabia. We 
have passed in between the lichened walls which still 
guard the city, and a few steps bring us into the town 
and to the foot of the main street. We pause to look, 
and the sight is certainly striking. Beyond a doubt 
Fuenterrabia is old. It has a true Spanish tint, and one 
dyed in the wool ; one might probably travel far in Spain 
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before meeting a truer. This street seems utterly un^ 
modified by modern formulae. Wavering and narrow 
and sombre, it stretches upward on a gradual incline 
until it meets the cathedral stepping out from the line of 
the old houses and closing the vista« Even in the short 
perspective, the huge, blackened eaves of the opposite 
roofs seem almost to meet. Balconic?;, associated with 
moonlight and mandolins, serenades and sci^oritas, jut 
out from every window ; dark bosses of escutcheons 
mark the fronts ; and below, along the edging of side- 
walk, are the dim little shops, curtained by yellow canvas, 
intensely and delightfully local, anil wholly unknowing 
of outside demand or competition. One of these places 
does indeed cater to visitors with a humble supply of 
photographs and of clicking sets of varnished wooden 
castanets paired by colored worsteds ; but the others of 
the store>keepers and the inhabitants in the streets are 
clearly unhardeaed to foreigners, and regard us solely 
with a deep and artless curiosityf-^tempered, I hope, by 
admiration. As the town has been, so it is. It is an 
epitome of Spain and her past. 

IV. 

At the head of the street we enter the cool cathedral, 
and find, as always, wealth created by poverty. In 
places such as these one realizes the hold of the Romish 
system on mediaeval Europe. One realizes its power 
also. No matter what the size of a town, it boasts its 
costly church ; oftener, as here, its cathedral. Villages, 
houses, people, may be poor, their church stands rich ; 
they may be unlearned in art and in culture, their church 
stands a model of both. There was their shrine, their 
finality, — in religion not merely, but in art and wisdom 
and authority. 
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At least, the Catholic system held its followers firmly 
in leash. Condemn its errors and excesses, yet, these 
apart, it was marvelously adapted to its mission. As an 
engine of unification it was almost omnipotent. Through 
the Hps and downs of restless migrations and invasions, — 
of feudalisms and governments and the soberer com- 
mercial spirit, — it lias kept its hold unbroken upon the 
mass of European humanity. Its j)riests and popes 
might sink out of respect ; the Church did not sink- 
In the fiercest civil feuds, its abbeys were held inviolate. 
To the most brutal, the Church had an odor of sanctity. 
Its threats terrified ; its mandates were obeyed ; it was 
the one persistent, binding principle; it held men in 
check from a relapse into tribalism. 

And its hold is firm to-day. Go into a Romish 
church, you shall find worshipers at every hoar. Worn 
housewives, seamed and aged market-women, a chance 
workingman, an awed and tiptoeing child, — they are 
there in their silence. They kneel, they pray, their eyes 
are fixed on the altar. Formalism or not, a sincerity 
underlies it, — a belief and obedience al)>orl)et! from cen- 
turies of environment ; implicit and unqueslionmg, and 
making for good. 

V. 

Be\ ond the cathedral is the broad s([uare or ])laza, and 
the h ilt-alivc streets wandering from this arc even more 
Fuenterrabian than the one just past, for they are less 
well-to-do. The poorer houses may reveal liie trails and 
traditions of a town far more faithfully than the richer. 
The latter can draw their models from a wider field. The 
former copy only the local and long-followed pattern. 

Here at our right stands the castle. It is stern in its 
decrepitude ; its very aspect is historic. It was built 
by a king of Navarre, Sancho Abarca, known as the 
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Strong, so long ago as the tenth century; the facade 
faring the stjiiare is somewhat later, and the other facade 
was rebuilt by Charles V. We pass through the entrance- 
way and across a murky, cartiien-floored atrium, and 
stand in silence in tiie rootless central hall. 

It is at this point that our nascent impressions are 
brusquely shocked. Fuentenrabia is not all steeped in 
dreams of the past It has waked for once into the 
business present as well. Its proud reserve has been 
broken. There is a rift in the lute. Here by the mossy 
courtyard, enclosed by historic walls and the spirit of 
an unworldly past, we are met by a sign-board, with the 
following English inscription : 

.1 ' 




FOR SALE!-- 'i^^ 
THIS ROYAL PALACE ^ 
AND CASTLE OFTHE ftMPKROR CHARLES V 

appli for informationa 

PRIMO F_£RNANDEZ , FUCHTCRRABIA. 





A preceding traveler saw this sign when here, and 
quotes it in part in a recent book.* It still hangs, as we 
see it now, two years after his visit, still pathetically but 
vainly invoking the spirit of a worldly present. 

For the lover of day dreams, given to designing his 
chdteaux en Espagne, I seriously recommend this pur- 
chase in Fuenterrabia. The castillo is a real one and 

the most arrcssil)le in Sjiain, and all its surroundings are 
gratefully in harmony. It is presumably a bargain, and 

* FreLD : OU and Xew ^iu. 
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one might either hold it for a rise, or turn grandee and 

live in it. 

Within the court, the daylight comes in over the dis- 
mantled walls. The ivy green i litnbs along the grey 
stones. We trace the old hearth and the outline of the 
stone staircase scarred upon the wall. We conjure up the 
rest ot ihe structure, but the Northern Wizard is not with 
us here, as at Kenilworth, to rcpcople it with life and 
merrymaking, and it strains the imagination to depart 
far from the dull, dead i)rcsent of Fucnterrabia. Per- 
chance of old there came hither knights and ladies, 
pricking o'er the plune, perchance here was dancing and 
wassail. We close our eyes and would fain image the 
scene. We banish the ruined walls, the sunlight creep- 
ing among the ivy. We see the sheen of cloth of gold 
and the gleam of greaves and breastplates. We catch 
the tale of battle, the passing of the loving-cup, the stately 
treading of slow Spanish measures. We hear,— we hear, 
—what is it that we hear ? — the melodious sound of 
woman's soft voice, gently whispering : " Five sous each 
for the party, monsieur." 

And as we awake and pay and depart, wc turn and see 
again the disillusionizing legend: ^<^/^ 



CHAPTER VII. 



AN ERA IN TWILIGHT. 

" P«ur /aire e^n^indre Ucartuthre d'un pn^^je conttrtns trttUe 
ancaioUs et je sufprimerais tautes ks tMorits pkilosophiiiu< i siir U 
sujtt" — Stendhal. 

Returning to Hendaye* a train takes us again to 
Bayonne, connecting there for Orthes and Pan. The 
ride to Bayonne needs an hour or less, and from thence 
to Orthec calls for two. It is not many decades since 
much of this journey had to be made by the diligence. 
Railways and higlnvays have pushed rapidly toward the 
Pyrenees. When in ihe approaching fortnight we shall 
come to traverse the Route Thermale, the great carriage- 
way along the chain, we shall see modern road-niaking in 
its perfection ; and the rail will keej) anxious watch over 
the road, running parallel along the distant plain and 
reaching helpful arms up the valleys lo uphold it. 

Toward Pau especially, the railroads converge. That 
city, a social capital for centuries, is a social capital still, 
and its winter influx of invalids and pleasure-seekers 
stimulates every facility of approach. Then, too, it lies 
on the way crossing southern France from the Bidassoa 
to the Rhone, and no line linking these rivers could 
omit from its chain the Gave * de Pau. 

* 6Ibbv » th« generic name among the Pyrenees for a mountun 
Ktream or tomnt. 
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From Bayonnc, the train at first traverses an edge of 
a singular region. It is a part of the Landes. This great 
savanna, which flattens the entire sjiace from Bordeaux 
lo Bayonnc, was crossed in coming southward from Bor- 
deaux, and now as we strike eastward and inland we 
but briefly skirt its southerly portion. A sandy, marshy 
waste, infertile, unheaUIiful and poor, it lies in utter 
contrast with the fields and slopes of neighboring prov- 
inces. It is anomalous, incongruous, — 

**A bare strand 

Of hillocks heaped with ever-shifting sand, 

Mattetl with thistles and atiiphihinus weeds, 

Sutli as from earth's embrace the ialt o^ux lireeds." 

Its inhabitants nre meagre and stunted ; it scants them 
both in food and drink. Its miserliness is deep-set : ar- 
tesian wells sunk a thousand feet through its dull grey 
sands bring up only a brackish yellow water; a preca- 
rious rye and barley grow grudgingly. 

The low blretchcs of fur/.c and heath and fern are 
fringed only by mournful horizons of pines or broken by 
long flics of gashed and wounded firs. This extensive tree- 
growth, however, which is comparatively recent, has at 
least lessened one terror of the Landes : sand-storms and 
snow-storms, which once swept across the wastes^ have 
been shorn of their strength. Honor for this is due 
almost alone to one man, a M. Br^montier. Before his 
time, foresttnaking had here been deemed impossible; 
pine seeds planted in the lax hold of these sands had 
hitherto been unable even to take root, against the un- 
broken sweej) of the winds. M. Brt^monticr, after many 
experiments, conceived the idea of ])lanting with the 
pine seeds the seeds of the common Ijroom, whose hardy 
tuft should protect the tiny sapling until it could stand 
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by itself. The result surpassed hope ; pine forest<, i>ro- 
teciing in their turn, have sprung up and < ii liired 
throughout the L.mdes : they have broken forever the 
power of the wind-storms ; and their pitch and timber 
are even a source of some riches to the Department. 

Still it remains a region unsmiling and melancholy. 
A monochrome of sand, darkened everywhere by long 
blotches of sickly undergrowth or the dull reach of the 
pines ; here and there are corfc.trees and alders. The 
sheen of some slow lagoon is caught in the. distance. 
There is a charm in the very charmlessness of the scene, 
as in some sombre-toned etching. 

One striking specialty this district has, however ; and 
from the train windows we watch closely for a specimen. 
This is the shepherd on stilts, the Xicanqui, immortalized 
by Rosa Bonheur and mentioned by many travelers. 
He is peculiar to this region ; perched on these wooden 
supports, at a j)erilous height above the ground, he stalks 
gravely over the landscai)e. enabled to behold a horizon 
of triple range and to outstride the fleetest of his vagrant 
flock. When so inclined, he is quite able, it is said, to 
bkiiituily execute a pas S€ul or even a jig, — with every 
appropriate flourish of his timber limbs and with sur- 
prising grace and a^rnhn. His stilts are strapped to 
the thigli, not the knee, for greater freedom, and he 
mounts from his cabin-roof in the early morning and 
lives in the air throughout the day. A third stilt forms 
a seat, and makes of his silhouette a ludicrous and 
majestic tripod. This genius's chief amusement is 
startlingly domestic : it is knitting stockings ; and en- 
gaged in this peaceful art he sits with dignity and whiles 
away the hours. How he manoeuvres when he acci- 
dentally drops a needle, I have not been able to learn. 
5* 
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A dignitary of Bordeaux arranged a fftte and proces* 
sion in these Landes on one occasion ; triumphal arches 
were erected, hung with flowers and garlands ; and the 
feature of the parade was a sedate platoon of these heron- 
like shepherds engaged for the occasion, dressed in skins, 
decked with white hoods and mantles, preceded hy a band 
of music, and stalking by fours imposingly down the line 
of march. 

11. 

We are nearing the Pyrenees now, and entering the 
ancient and famous province of B6am, once a noted cen- 
tre of medieval chivalry. B^am did not become part of 
France until almost modern times.* For seven hundred 
years preceding, its successive rulers held their brilliant 
court unfettered and unpledged. "Ours," declared its 
barons and prelates in assembly, "is a free country, 
which owes neither homage nor servitude to any one." 
The life of the province was its own, separated entirely 
from that of the kingdom. It had its own succession, 
its own wars and feuds, its own love of country. It lias 
a national history in miniature. "If I have excused 
myself from bearing arms upon either side," said one of 
its rulers, rejilving to the royal remonstrances, "I have, 
as I think, good reasons for it : the wars between Eng- 
land and France no way concern roe, for I hold my 
country of Beam from God, my sword and by inheri- 
tance. I have not therefore any cause to enter into the 
service or incur the hatred of either of these kings." 

There is a pleasant old legend which touches the true 
note of B6am. Toward the year isoo, three of its rulers, 
in turn misgoverning, were in turn deposed by the 

* In i6ao. 
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barons. The heirs next in line were the infant twins of 
one William de Moncade. " It was agreed," as Miss 
Costello relates it, "that one of these slujiild fill the va- 
cant seat of sovereignty of Bcarn, and two of the pi uU- 
hommes were deputed to visit their father with the propo- 
sition. On their arrival at his castle, the sages found the 
children asleep, and observed with attention their infant 
demeanor. Both were beautiful, strong and healthy ; 
and it was a difficult matter to make an election between 
two such attractive and innocent creatures. Thejr were 
extremely alike, and neither could be pronounced 
superior to the other ; the prudhommes were strangely 
puzzled, for they had been so often deceived that they 
felt it to be most important that they should not err this 
time. As they hung in admiration over tlic sleeping 
babe?, one of them remarked a circumstance that at 
once decided their i)reference and put an end to their 
vacillation : one of the little heroes held his hand tigliily 
closed ; the tiny, mottled jialm of the other was wide 
open as it lay upon his snowy breast. '* He will be a 
liberal and bold knight," said one of the B^arnais, *' and 
will best suit us as a head.** This infant was accordingly 
chosen, given up by his parents to the wise men, and 
carried off in triumph to be educated among his future 
subjects. The event proved their sagacity, and the 
object of their choice lived to give them good laws and 
prosperity," 

in. 

The past of Beam, like an ellipse, curves around two 
fori. One is the town of Orthez,* the other, the later 
city of Pan. I he hero, the central figure, of one is 

* Aadeatly written Ortayse, afterward Orth^ 
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Gaston Phoebus, Count of Foix ; that of the other, Henry 
of Navarre. 

These are the two great names of Beam. Each lights 
up a distinctive epoch, — Gaston, the fourteenth century, 
Henry, the sixteenth. 

In two hours rificr leaving Bayonne, the train has 
come to Orthez. There is little splendor in the old 
town as one views it to-day ; yet in Gaston*s time it was 
the capital of B^am, successor of the yet older Morlalis, 
and a centre for knights and squires and men-at-arms, a 
magnet for pilgrims and noble visitors from other coun- 
tries, attracted by its fame. There were jousts, tourneys, 
hunts, banquets. The now broken walls of the old 
Castle of Moncade on the hill have sheltered more glit- 
tering merrymakings than those of Kcnilworth or Fuen- 
terrabia. But decay never surrenders an advantage once 
gained ; tlic castle is dying now ; dull modern common- 
place has enfolded the once bright town below ; and 
this Orthez is to-day at best but a lounging-place for the 
pessimist. We shall love better Pau, its rival and suc- 
cessor, still buoyant and prospering, rising not falling. 
"Good men .study and wise men describe," avers Rus- 
kin, in a more than half-truth, " only the growth and 
standing of things,— not their decay. Dissolution and 
putrescence are alike common and unclean ... in 
State or organism.*' 

For all that, Orthez and its traditions are too signifi- 
cant to hasten by. Nowhere is the picture of medieval 
life more strongly illuminated ; in no spot shall we more 
.fitly pause to summon back the inner past of the 
Pyrenees we are approaching. But we would linger 
over it only as it was in its best days, and leave to others 
the drearier story of its decadence. 



AN ERA IN TWILIGHT. 



109 



It is Froissart, the old hii»tonan and traveler, genial, 
story-loving Sir John, who tells us most about Orthez 
and Gaston Orthez, as the capital of licarn, was in his 
lime at its meridian, (it was afterward supplanted by 
l\iu,) and (iaston Phoebus, known as the Count de Foix, 
was lord both of Beam and of the neighboring county of 
Foix. It was precisely five hundred years ago, come 
next St. Catherine's Day, that the old chronicler alighted 
from his horse here in Orthez. He was come on a visit 
to the count, well introduced, and seeking further 
material for his easy>going history of the times ; knowing 
that foreign knights assembled in Orthez from all coun* 
tries, and that there were few Spots more alive to the 
sound of the world's doings or better informed in the 
varying gossip of wars and court-craft. 

Froissart liked to write, " and it was very tiresome," 
he ft mirks, "to me to be idle, for I well know that when 
the tunc shall come when 1 shall be dead and rotten, this 
grand and noble history will be in much fashion and all 
noble and valiant ])ersons will take pleasure in it and 
gain from it augmentation of profit." So, seeking fresh 
chapters, he had come to Orthez, where he was at once 
handsomely received by Count Gaston at this Castle of 
Moncade. Here he remained through the winter, affable 
and inquiring and observant, adding many pages to his 
history,— which, his host assured him, would in times to 
come be more sought after than any other ; " * because,' 
added he, *my fair sir, more gallant deeds of arms have 
been performed within these last fifty years, and more 
wonderful things have happened, than for three hundred 
years before. * " 

** The style of Froissart," says Taine, who has so 
marvelously divined the inner spirit of those times, 
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"artless as it is, deceives us. Wc ilnnk we are listening 
to the pretty garrulousness of a child at play ; beneath 
this prattle we must distinguish the rude voice of the 
combatants, bear-hunters and hunters of men too, and 
the broad, coarse hospitality of feudal manners. At mid- 
night the Count of Foix came to supper in the great hall. 
* Before him went twelve lighted torches^ borne by twelve 
valets ; and the same twelve torches were held before his 
table and gave much light unto the hall, which was full 
of knights and squires; and always there were plenty of 
tables laid out for any person who ( hose to sup,' It must 
have been an astonishing sight to see those furrowed 
faces and powerful frames, w ith their furred robes and 
their justicoais streaked untlcr the wavering flashes of the 
torches." And one of Froissart's characteristic anec- 
dotes is cited, which merits giving e\en more in full: 
**On Christmas Day, wiien the Count de Foix was cele- 
brating the feast with numbers of knights and squires, as 
is customary, the weather was piercing cold, and the 
count had dined, with many lords, in the hall. After 
dinner he rose and «'ent into a gallery, which has a large 
staircase of twenty>four steps : in this gallery is a chim- 
ney where there is a lire kept when the count inhabits 
it, otherwise not ; and the fire is never great, for he does 
not like it : it is not for want of blocks of wood, for 
Beam is covered with wood in plenty to warm him if be 
had chosen it, but he has accustomed himself to a small 
fire. When in the gallery, he thought the fire too small, 
for it was freezing and the weather very sharp, and said 
to the knights around him : ' Here is but a small fire for 
this weather.' The Hourg d'Rsi)aign instantly ran down 
stairs : for from tin- w uulow ^ ut the gallery, which looked 
into llie t oiiri, he had seen a number of asses laden with 
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billets of wood for the use of the house ; and seizing the 
largest of these asses with his load, threw him over his 
shoulders and carried him upstairs, jnishing tlirough the 
crowd of knights and squires who were around the chim- 
ney, and ilung ass and load with his feet upward on the 
dogs of the hearth, to the delight of the count and the 
astonishment of all.*' 

iV. 

Gaston himself was a type of the time. He had its 
vinoes and its vices, both magnified. Hence, hearing 

an eye-witness draw his character for us is to gain a di- 

rect if but partial insight into the character of his era. 
Froissart's mnral perspMtive is often curiously blurred, 
and in the light of many of his anecdotes about the count 
his eulogium i)erhaps needs qualification : "Count Gas- 
ton Phoebus de Foix, of whom I am now speaking, was 
at that time fifty-nine years old : and I must say that al- 
though I have seen very muiiy knights, kings, i)rinces 
and others, 1 have never seen any so handsome, either in 
the form of his limbs and shape, or in countenance, which 
was fair uid ruddy, with grey and amorous eyes that 
gave delight whenever he chose to express affection. 
He was so perfectly formed, one could not praise him too 
much. He loved earnestly the things he ought to love, 
and hated those which it was becoming him so to hate. 
He was a prudent knight, full of enterprise and wisdom. 
He had never any men of abandoned character with 
him, reigned prudently, and was constant in his devo- 
tions. There were regular nocturnals from the Psalter, 
prayers from the rituals to the Virgin, to the Holy 
(jhost, and from the burial service. He had every day 
distributed as alms at his gate five florins m small coin 
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to all comers. He was liberal and courteous in his 
gifts ; and well knew how to take when it was proper and 
to give back where he had conlidence.^ 

There is an obverse to the medallion. ** The Count de 
Fotx was very cruel to any person who incurred his indig' 
nation, never sparing them, however high their rank, but 
ordering them to be thrown over the waUs, or confined 
on bread and water during his pleasure ; and such as 
ventured to speak for their deliverance ran risks of simi- 
lar treatment. It is a well-known fact that he confined 
in a deep dungeon his cousin-german, the Viscount de 
(^hatcnubon. during eight days : and ho would not give 
him his liberty until he bad paid down forty thousand 
francs." 

And then in the very chapter with his eulogy, Sir John 
goes on to relate the count's brutal killinsj; of his own son 
in a tit of rage and suspicion, and loriuring fifteen reUiui- 
ers as possible accomplices of the innocent lad ; and else- 
where tells of his stabbing his half-brother and letting 
him die in a dungeon of the tower, for refusing the sur- 
render of a fortress. This was the other side of Gaston's 
character, and a side quite as representative. It was all 
in line with the time. His reign was turbulent, magnifi- 
cent, cruel, devout, — everything by extremes. The man 
is characteristic of the mode, and Orthez in this sum- 
marizes much of the life of the France of the Middle 
Ages. 

V. 

These old annalists scarcely pause to censure this 
spirit of crime, this hulcous (piickness to black deeds. 
They view it as a regrettable failing, perhaps, and glow- 
ingly point to the doer's lavish religiousness in return. 
Absolution covers a muUiiudc of sins. To a generous 
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son of the Church much might be forgiven. " Among the 
solemnities which the Count de Foix observes on high fes- 

ti\ als,'* records his visitor, •* he roost magnificently keeps 
the feast of St. Nicholas, as I learnt from a squire of his 
household the third day after my arrival at Orthes. He 
holds this feast more splendidly than that of Eister, and 
has a most magnillcenl court, as I myself noticed, being 
present on that day. The whole clergy of the town of 
Orthes, with all its inhabitants, walk in procession to 
seek the count at the castle, who on foot returns with 
them to the church of St. Nicholas, where is sung the 
psalm Benedictus DominuSy Dcus mms^ qui docct manus 
mttts adprodium et digitus mtos ad helhm^ from the Fsal- 
ter of David, which, when finished, recommences, as is 
done in the chapels of the pope or king of France on 
Christmas or Easter Days ; for there were plenty of choris- 
ters. The Bishop of Pamters sang the mass for the day ; 
and I there heard organs play as melodiously as I have 
ever heard in any place. To speak briefly and truly, the 
Count de Foix was perfect in person and in mind ; and 
no contemporary prince could be compared with him for 
sense, honor or liberality." 

VI. 

As to liberality. the>e robber barons were able to afford 
it. Mention ii> incidentally made in cunvcrsalion of Count 
Gaston's store of florins in his Castle of Moncade at Or- 
thea. Froissart instantly pricks up his eai^ : . 

*' * Sir,* said I to the knight, ' has he a great quantity 
of them ? ' 

' By my faith,' replied he, * the Count de Foix has at 
this moment a hundred thousand, thirty times told ; and 
there is not a year but he gives away sixty thousand ; 
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for a more liberal lord in making presents does not 

exist. 

We can see the good Sir John's eyes glistening : 

Ha. ha. holy Mary ! ' cried I, ' to what purpose does 
he keep so large a sum ? Where docs it come from ? 
Are his revenues so great to supply him with it? To 
whom does lie make these gifts ? I should like to know 
this if you please.' 

" He answered : ' To strangers, to knights and squires 
who travel through his country^ to heralds, minstrels, to 
all who converse with him ; none leave him without 
a present, for he would be angered should any one 
refuse it/ *' 

With such sums at disposal, Gaston might well indulge 

his passion for the chase and keep sixteen hundred 
hounds. His hospitality too was unbounded. When the 
Duke of Bourbon made a three-days' visit to Orthez, he 
was '* magnificently entertained with dinners and suppers. 
The Count de Foix sliowed hini good jxirt of his state, 
whtcli would recommend him to such a person as the 
Duke of Bourbon. On the fourth day, he took his leave 
and dejjarted. rhe count made many presents to the 
knights and squires atlachcd to the duke, and to such an 
exicui that 1 was told this visit of the Duke of Bourbon 
cost him ten thousand francs. . . . Such knights 
and squires as returned through Foix and waited on the 
count were well received by him and received magnifi- 
cent presents. I was told that this expedition, including 
the going to Castile and return, cost the Count de Foix, 
by his liberalities, upwards of forty thousand francs." 

The King of France was entertained by Gaston at a 
dazzling banquet where no less than two hundred and 
fifty dishes covered the tables. But a succeeding Gaston 
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outdid this in a lavish dinner^ likewise to visiting royalty, 
of which a faithful record has come down to us from old 
documents. There were twelve wide tables, each seven 
yards long. At the first, the count presiding, were seated 
the king and queen and the princes of the blood, at the 
others foreign knights and lords according to their rank 
and dignity. There were served seven elaborate courses, 
each course requiring one Inindred and forty plates of 
silver. There were se\ en sorts of soup, then patties of 
capon, and the ham of the wild boar; then partridge, 
pheasant, jjeacock, bittern, heron, bustard, gosling, 
woodcock and swan. This was the third course, con- 
cluding with antelope and wild horse. An cntrcmct or 
spectacle followed, and then a course of small birds and 
game» this served on gold instead of silver. Next 
appeared tarts and cakes and intricate pastries, and 
later, after another spectacle^ comfits and great moulds 
of conserves in fanciful and curious forms, — ^the whole 
liberally helped down with varied wines^ and joyously 
protracted with music, dancing and tableaux. 

VII. 

Oaston Phop!)iJs died suddenly as lie had lived vio- 
lently. He was hunting near Orthe/, three years after 
Froissart's visit, and toward evening stopped at a country 
inn at Rion to sup. Within, the room was "strewed with 
rushes and green lea\es ; the walls were hung with 
boughs newly cut for perfume and coolness, as the 
weather was marvelously hot even for the month of 
August. He had no sooner entered this room than he 
said : ' These greens are very agreeable to me, for the 
day has been desperately hot' When seated, he con* 
versed with Sir Espaign du Lyon on the dogs that had 
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best hunted ; during which conversation his son Sir 
Evan and Sir Peter Cabestan entered the apartment, as 
the table h;id been there spread." He called for water 
to wash, and two squires advanced ; akniglit. the Bourg 
d'E-^paign, (the hero of the Christinas Day exploit,) took 
the silver basin and anotacr knight the nayikin. "The 
count rose from liis seat and stretc hed out his hands to 
wash ; but no sooner had his fingers, which were hand- 
some and long, touched the cold water, than he changed 
color, from an oppression at his heart, and his legs faiN 
ing him, fell back on his seat, exclaiming ' I am a dead 
man : Lord God, have mercy on me ! * ** 

It is a significant comment on the period, that amid 
the commotion at the inn the first thought was of foul 
play. " The two squires who had brought water to wash 
in the basin said, to free themselves from any charge of 
having i)oisoned him: 'Here is the water; we have 
already drank of it, and will now again in your presence,' 
which they did, to the satisfaction of all. They put into 
his niouili bread and water and spices, with other com- 
forting things, but to no purpose, for in lcs> tiian half an 
hour he was dead, having surrendered his soul very 
quietlv. God, out of his grace, was merciful to lum," 
' He wjb entombed before the altar in the little church 
at Orthez, with imposing obsequies. No epitaph re- 
mains, but this of a preceding Gaston, buried in the 
same church, deserves note for its curious, jingling 
Latin rhyme: 

*' CoHtitKt hcec fossa Customs prituipis ossa, 
Nolntis ae humiH$ aHh, putvis siU vi/u, 
Suh/eclis farcens, hastes pro viribus an-cns. 

-rniaiH, ChrisU , ^os tuililicr Jiiit istr, 
ht virtuti preiUHtt ionjer sibi ^audia iecum, 
Cattottis Hommgratum fert aurittu omtn, 
Mtttcftprotatum^ dukesds tape rrlatnta^ 
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Two hundred years afterward, in the tumult of Prot* 
estant tconoclasm, Gaston Ph<sbus*s tomb was broken 
open, its debris sold, piece by piece, and Montgomery's 
Huguenots derisively kicked the august skull about the 
streets of Orthez and used it for a bowling«ball : 

They liopped among ttwweeds and stones^ 
And played at skittles with his bones." 

ft 

VIM. 

There arc a few gleams of humor among these grim re- 
counts. It was always tinged with the sardonic. Pitard, 
moralist and pedant, staying at the liearnais court, fell 
into a dispute with a poet, Theophile : 

** * *T is a pity,' sneered Pitard, finally, ' that, having so 
much spirit, you know m little ! ' 

** * *T is a pity,' retorted Theophile, * that, knowing so 
much, you have so little spirit ! * 

Often the jests take a religious turn. The chaplain of 
one of the counts of Orthez, defending his own unpriestly 
fondness for hunting, asserted that the ten horns of the 
stag i^^r/) stood for the Decalogue ; and that the stag 
was to be as ardently followed as the sovereign pontiff, 
the latter being himself /t terf des cerfs, — servus ser- 
vontnt. 

If a husband were seriously rasped by his wife, or 
their tempers could not agree, he was wont to retire her 
to a convent. " He did not send her to the devil," re- 
marks a sly annalist, "but he p:ave her to the Lord.** 

Ami read this whimsical cpiuiph on an organist of the 
cathedral at Lescar, a bishopric near Orthez. He died 
in the fifteenth century r 

" As you pass, pray Ciocl for bus soul, that having asusleU in the 
nnisic of this world, he may be received forever smong the blessed lo 
•sust in the celestial music. Amen." 
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Orthoz is knoirn to our century as the scene of a spite- 
ful battle between Wellington and Soult, engaging eighty 
thousand raen, and ending in the victory of the former 

and the tquI of the French. But the town is so deeply 
sunk in tlie past that its ktns!n]i with modern events 
seems almost cause for rescntmrii: ; and wc will leave it 
as it is, with its older glories and memories thickly 
crusted upon it. 



CHAPTbR VIII. 



"THE LITTLE PARIS OF THE SOUTH." 

When the Count of Foix made a hunting trip to his 
tAdUau mignon on the present site of Pau, he found it a 
goodly journey. There were quagmires and waste land 
to pass, and the visit and return were not to be made in 
a sun's shining. More greatly than avenging spirits from 
his dungeons the spirit of steam would affright him to- 
day, as it goes roaring over the levels in a hundred min* 
utes to the same destination. 

From Orthez, it is less than two hours by rail, and we 
are at last in Pau. The Midi line is accurately on time. 
These French railroads are operated by the State ; they 
arc not afflicted with parallel lines and bitter competi- 
tion ; they have no occasion, as our roads have, to 
advertise a faster schedule than can possibly be carried 
out. C'onsetiucntly their time-tables aim to state the 
exact truth, and the roads can and do live up to it. 

It is late in the evening when we arrive, and we seek 
no impressions. A comfortable omnibus winds us iip an 
infinity of turns, through an apparent infinity of streets^ 
and we are at the Hotel Gassion. 

It is impossible to be entirely impressionless, even for 
travelers at ten at night. It is the hotel itself which 
makes the dent. Our vague misgivings as to the " dis- 
mal roadside inns awaiting our tour have already been 

119 



A MIDSUMMER DRIVE THROUGH THE PYRENEES. 



arrested at Biarritz and San Sebastian. 'J hcy are sent 
into exile from Pan. The liotcl Gassion, whose name 
honors a stout old Bearnais warrior, is fitly a palace. It 
tost four hundred thousand iloUars. A cushioned eleva- 
tor lifts us smoothly upward to our rooms, which prove 
high-ceiled and unusually large and have dressing-rooms 
attached. The dark walls accord with a deep mossy car- 
pet The furnishings are massive in mahogany, polished 
and carved : a wardrobe, dressing-cases, a writing-desk ; 
a sofa-couch, made inaccessible, as everywhere in Europe, 
by the barrier of a huge round table ; padded arm-chairs, 
upholstered in silk damask ; and, acme of prevision, a 
praying-chair. The beds seem beds of state, covered and 
canopied with some satiny material ; and both silk and 
lace curtains part before the windows, showing separate 
balconies in the night outside. The dining-hall a'vl the 
parlors, whicli we do not seek until the morning, prove to 
be on an equally cxjicn^jive scale; paintings of the 
Pyrenees liung in the wide halls ; and there is a conser- 
vatory and winter-garden opening on the terrace. The 
building ii> of grey stone, with corner towers and turrets 
and an imposing elevation, and has less the look of a 
hotel than of a royal Resident. 

Our estimates of the standards of comfort in the Pyre- 
nees are perceptibly heightened by the evening's impres- 
sions alone, as we discuss our surroundings and the 
Apollinaris. With Pan thus rivaling Lucerne, we grow 
more confident for Eaux-Bonnes and Cauterets, Luchon 
and Bigorre. And as, from the balcony, we look in 
vain across the murky night to see the snow-peaks which 
we know are facing us, we agree that here at the good 
Hotel Gassion we could luxuriously outstay the lengthiest 
storm to view them. 
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II. 

We are glad when daylight comes, as boys are on 

Christmas morning. The present we are eager for is the 
sight of the Pyrenees snow'pcaks. The sun is shining, 
the sky clear. Even coffee and rolls seem time-wasters, 

and we liasten out to the terrace. 

Yes, the Pyrenees are before us. There stretches the 
range, ils relief walling the southern horizon from west 
to the farthest east, the line of snow-tusks sharp and 
white in the sunj>hine. They are distant yet, but they 
stand as giants, parting two kingdoms. Austere and 
still, they face us, as they have faced this ^tot since that 
stormy Eocene morning when they sprang like the drag- 
on's white teeth from the earth. 

The view is a far-reaching one. The eye sweeps the 
broadside of the entire west^central chain, — a full seventy 
miles from right to left. The view might recall, as the 
greater recalls the less, the winter summits of the Adiron- 
dacks, seen from the St. Regis mountain. It has been 
more equally paired with the line of the distant Alps seen 
from the platform at Berne. I may parallel it, too, again 
in Switzerland, with the view of the Valais peaks which 
bursts on one when, winding upward past the Daiibcnsce 
and its desolation, he comes out suddenly upon the 
brink of the j^reat wall of the (iemmi. liut liere there is 
a warmth in the view beyond that of Switzerland. Some 
one has said that "snow is regarded asthety(>c ol purity 
not because it is cold but because it is spotless." 'i'his 
distant snow-line is spotless, but to the eye at least it is 
not cold. 

Here as there, the separate peaks have their separate 
personality. It is not a blur of nameless tips. Two 
especially arrest attention, south and southeast, for they 
6 
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rise head and shoulders above their neighbors. Each 
bears the name of the Fic du Midi. That opposite us, 
dominating the valley of Ossau, is the Pic du Midi 
d'Ossau. It is ice-capped and jagged,— > 

A rocky pyrnnid. 

Shooting abruptly from the dell 
lt» thunder-bpUntered pinnacle. 

the Matterhorn of the Pyrenees. That on the left is the 
noted Pic du Midi de JJignrre, famed for the view from 
its top. Other prominent peaks are also pointed out 
M0ta Perdu and the Vignemale^ two of the princes of the 
chain, are partly hidden by other summits, and are too 
distant to rule as they ought. The monarch Maladetla^ 
the highest summit of the Pyrenees, is farther eastward 
still and cannot be seen from Pau. 

It is a repaying prospect ; a majestic salutation, pre- 
ceding the nearer acquaintance to come. One thing we 
know instantly. Inhere will be no lack of noble scenery 
in these moiiiUains. We shall find wild views among 
their rocks and ice, — views, it must be, which shall dis- 
pute wiih many in the Alps. 

This prospect from the terrace at Pau is a celebrated 
one. Icy peaks are not all llial is seen. In front of 
them the ranges rise, still high from the plain, but 
smoothed and softened with the green of pines and turf. 
Between these and the Pau valley spread hidden leagues 
of rolling plains, swelling as they approach us into minor 
ravelins of foothills known as the coieaux ; and little 
poplar-edged streams, "creaming over the shallows," 
winding their way toward the valley just below us, are 
coming from the long slopes to join the hurrying Gave 
de Pau. Houses and hamlets are here and there, and 
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the even, streak of the railway ; and over toward the 
coteaux we see the village of Juran^on, famed for its 
wines. 

The terrace falls sheer away, a fifty-foot wall from 
where we stand, and at its base, as we lean over the 
parapet, we see houses and alleys and just beneath us a 
school-yard of shouting, frolicking children. We brighten 
their play with a few friendly sous, as one enlivens the 
Bernese bear-pii with carrots. 

Behind us, the Hotel Clas>ion rises to cut oU the 
streets ])eyoiul it ; to the right, along the terrace a few 
hundred yards, stands a stout old building, squart: and 
firm, which we know at once for the castle of Henry of 
Navarre. 

III. 

" In most points of view," as Johnson' observes^ in his 
Skettkes in the Sauth of Franet^ ''we look dawn the 
valley and see on either side its mountain walls ; or we 
are placed upon culminating points overtopping all the 
rest of the prospect ; 1 i* ^cre the view is across the 
depression and ajrainst the vast panorama, which opposes 
the eye at all quarters, and comprehends within it the 
whole of the picture. High up in the snow the very 
pebbles seem to lie so distinctly that, but for the spac e 
between, a boy might pick them up; lower down, from 
among the browu luather thin blue streaks stream alotl 
from some cotugc ehiuiucy, \viiidij\g along ihe brac-side 
till melted into air. Wc half expect to see some human 
figure traverse those white fields and mark the footprints 
he leaves behind, some shepherd with his dog crossing 
from valley to valley. Alas \ it is twenty miles away, the 
pebbles are huge masses of projecting rock, precipices 
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on which the snow t annul rest ; sontLr stnoke is from 
the charcoal-l)urncr's fire, which would take in a cottage 
for a mouthful of fuel, and a dozen men piled on each 
other's shoulders might at this moment be swallowed up 
in these snow-beds and we never the wiser. 

** With the warm sunlight upon it» and the pure» clear 
blue above, into which these great shapes are wedged 
like a divine mosaic^ the scene looks so spotless and 
holy in its union with the heavens that one might fancy 
it a link between this earthliness and the purity above, 
' the heaven-kissing hill ' on which angels' feet alight 
The great vision of marvelous John Bunyan seemed 
there realized, and we had found the Tmnianuel's Land 
and these were tlie Delectable Mountains. ' Far,' said 
he, ' when the morning was up they l)id him locjk South ; 
so he did, and behold, at a great distance he saw a most 
pleasant mountainous country l)eautified witli woods, 
vineyards, fruits of all sort>, tlowers also ; with springs 
and fountains very delectable to behold. . . . It was 
common, too, for all the pilgrims, and from thence they 
might see the gates of the Celestial City.' " 

IV. 

At the other side of the hotel we are in Pau. There is 
not very much that is impressive in its general appearance. 
We go by a patch of park and through a mediocre street, 

and find ourselves in the public square, — the Carfax of 
the city. From this run east and south its two chief 
streets. AU of the buildings are low and most of them 
dingy. We expected newer, higher, more Parisinn cfTccts. 
At the right of the square is the long, t1.it market- 
building, vocal, in and out, this early morning, with 
bustUng hucksters superintending their stalls. The 
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square itself is bright with the colors of overflowing 
flowers and fabrics and other idols of the market-place. 
Neat little heaps of fruit, apexed 
into <*ball>piled pyramids/' are 
guarded by characterful old 
women, alert and intent, whose 
heads, coifed with striped ker- 
chiefs, nod a reward to the 
purchaser with a hearty " Mertif 
mofisieur ! " 

Few of the streets in the town 
are well ])ave<l, and few of the 
villas seen in driving in the 
suburbs aid to raise the architectural average. Lxcept 
for its palace-hotels, Pau seems to show little uf artistic 
building enterprise. 

This city, so popular with the English, is rarel) s[>oken 
of in America. There, in fact, it is singularly little 
known. This is no truer of Pau than of the Pyrenees 
themselves ; but even to Englishmen who may know as 
little as we of the latter, the former is familiar ground. 
Four thousand Britons winter here annually, besides 
French and other visitors, and Pau runs well in the hi- 
bernal race, even against Mentone and Nice. Its hotels 
alone would evidence this. Up to these, there are all 
grades of good accommodation, — the pensions, of good 
or better class ; furnished apartments, or a flat to be 
rented by the season ; whole vill.is to be lca;»ed or pur- 
chased, as the intending comer may prefer. 

One can leave Paris or Marseilles by the evening ex- 
press and be in Pau the next afternoon, — about the same 
length of time as required to reach St. Augustine from 
New York. This is certainly far from a formidable jour- 
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nty, and it is matter for surprise that the adventurous 
American does not oftener take it. 

The favor of the spot, it owes to its climate. Some- 
thing there is, — some meteorological idiosyncrasy in its 
location, — which guards its still, mild air, the winter 
through. Storms rage impolentiy down from the moun- 
tains or across the Landes ; they cannot pass the charmed 
barrier of the coteaux. Winds arc rare in Pan. Rain is not 
rare ; l)ut the atmosphere, even when damp, is not chill- 
ing, and tiie lines ot rain tall hoft and iiever aslant. There 
is a tradition of an old sen-( nptain who once maile a 
brief slay here and who, a>, lie tuok his daily walks, was 
noticed as constantly and restlessly whistling. Ho finaily 
left in disgust, with the remark that there was not a cap- 
ful of wind to be had in the place. 

The winter colony takes full possession of the town. 
It passes thirty thousand inhabitants under the yoke, as 
Rome passed their forefathers the Aquitani. Pau in 
the season is a British oligarchy. Society fairly spins. 
There are titles, and there is money ; there are drives, 
calls, card-parties ; dances and dinners ; clubs, — with 
front windows; theatres, a Casino^ English schools, 
churches ; tennis, polo, cricket ; racing, coaching, — and, 
Anglicissif/it', a tri-weekly fox-hunt ! For some years, too, 
the position of tiuisier of the hounds, a post of much 
social (iistinetion in Pau, was held by a well-known 
Aiucrican, m) wc are told, — a fact certainly hitherto 
unheraUlcil to many of his countrymen. 

Socially, there is a wide range of entertainment at i'au. 
What Johnson wrote of it thirty years ago is not mate- 
rially inapplicable to-day: ''One set, whom you may 
call the banqueteers, give solemn, stately dinners im- 
mediately before going to bed ; another perform a hybrid 
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entertainment, between the English tea-party and the 
Continental soiree, where you may enjoy your Bohea 
and Souchong^ play long small whist, and occasionally 
listen to ponderous harmonies solemnly performed. A 
third are the. formal rout-givers» the white*kid-and*slip- 
per» orchestra-and-programme, dancc-and-sit-down'to* 
supper folks ; so like home that it only requires Gunter's 
men to fancy oneself in Baker Street of olden times. 
Another is the delightful soiree pur sang^ where every- 
body comes as a matter of course, and where everybody 
who does not sing, dances or pl.nys, or is a phenomenon 
in charades, or writes charming imiiroiiiptus, or talks 
like the last book, or can play at any known game from 
lolo to chess, or knows all the gossip of tlie last six hotirs ; 
and where everybody chats and laughs, and sends every- 
body else comfortably home in the best of humors just 
about the time that the great people are ex])ecting the 
eciffeur to arrive." 

Thus there is a stir in the Pyrenees the year around. 
In the winter, at Pau ; in summer, at the twenty cures and 
centres among the mountains. The proprietor of a win* 
ter hotel here will own also his summer hostelry at Bi- 
gorre or Cauterets. In the summer, it is the French and 
Spanish to whom he caters, for th( y have so far been 
the ones most a|)preciative both of the springs and the 
scenery nf these mountain^. And so, with the rise and 
dip of the seasons, the l".uro|»ean element waxes as the 
English wanes, in a kind of solstitial sec-saw. And the 
smiling landlord stands upon the pivot. 

The clouds arc closing in, after granting us that glit- 
tering panorama, and the morning grows dull and dark. 
We explore the book^stores, and finally find the old Li- 
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brary in the upper story of the market-building. Here 
two of us at least pass a long and contentful forenoon. 

V. 

In fierce Count Gaston's time, B^arn centred in 
Orthez, and Pan was but his hunting-box. Two hundred 

years later, Pan had become the focus, and Bearn and 
Foix not only, but Frencli Navarre as well, were its 
united kingdom. Gaston's Castle of Moncade had aged 
into history, — 

" Outworii, far and strange, 
A transitory .>.hamc uf long ago, " 

and the hunting-box had grown in its turn to castle's 
stature. 

The world had brightened during the two centuries. 
Constantinople had fallen and the Renaissance cnme. 
I^uther had i>osted his theses on the Wittemberg church 
door and the Reformation took root. Men were older 
than when Froissart lived and wrote. And this active 
province of Rearn kept ])arc : it opened quickly to the 
new inllucnccs, was alive to the changing Zeitgeist. 
There remained the chivalric still, — and a trace of the 
barbaric, — as with the outer world ; in short, in its faults 
and fervors, in its codes and standards, the sixteenth 
century is aptly summed up in B^am-Navarre,— and 
Navarre in its famous Henry. 

VI. 

And so, on the following morning, we pass into the 
courtyard of his castle here at Pau with the feeling that 
in some sense we are evoking the shade of the era, not 
of the man. The feeling dies hard ; but the robustious, 
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business-like guide that herds us together with other 
COlgers, and shepherds us all briskly through the official 
round, goes very far toward killing it. There is little 
that one needs to remember of the successive rooms and 
halls ; it is a confusion of polished floors, and vases, and 
tapestry, and porphyry tables, and the rest, — adorned 
and illumined by a voluble Gallic description. T,ater 
Frent h kings have restored the old building, and stocked 
it with Paris furniture, and made il niodcra and com- 
fortable. One is always divided in spirit over these 
restoradonsw The castle needed help painfully ; it had 
been badly used by the Revolution; and it had been 
debased to a barrack by Napoleon's troops, who 
** stabled their steeds in the courts and made their 
drunken revelry resound in the chambers of Marguerite 
of Angoul^me." Dismantled, half-roofless, its great halts 
unsheltered and unsheltering, it was wasting fast under 
the elements into picturesque but irreparable ruin. And 
I suppose the pleasure of kings and the peace of utili- 
tarians ought fairly to outweigh the disappointments of 
the touring impression-seeker. 

In one apartment, however, we make a stand. The 
herd and its shepherd can pass along. This, he has told 
us, is the birthi)lace of Henry 1\'. The floor is polished 
like the rcit, and the iurniturc has been in part renewed, 
but the room is the same which that alert baby first 
laughed upon. In the comer at the right is an antique 
bed of carved walnut, with four posts and a rich canopy. 
Around its side are cut in the wood an elaborate series 
of medallions, each a foot square, representing the heads 
of the kings of France. Across the apartment swings 
still a great tortoise-shell, which served the royal infant 
for a cradle, — saved afterward from the furies of the 
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Revolution by the substitution ot a false shell in us 
place.* 

In lhii> room, Jeanne d'Albrct sang a Bearnais song as 
the hero of Ivry was born, and so won the wager with 
her martial old father, the King of Navarre ; and the boy 
came into the world smiling and unafraid. And writers 
teU us how delighted the old king was, and how he took 
the infant into his arms, and rubbed its lips with a garlic 
clove, and tilted into its little mouth from a golden 
goblet some drops of the manly wine of Juran9on. 
When Queen Jeanne herself waf? born in this very castle, 
twenty-five years before, the Spaniards had sneered : " A 
miracle ! the cow (of the arms of Beam) has given birth 
to a ewe ! " " My ewe," exclaimed the happy old fatlier 
now, has brought forth a lion I Tu seras un vray 
BdarmisI 

VII. 

Henry's life was as martial and aa mciry as liis grand- 
father sought to form it. He grew up on the cottaux in 
a hardy, fresh-air life, and at nineteen became King of 
Navarre, — the title including Bi^am and Foix. Into this 
old room in the castle where we stand throng reminders 
of his career, its beginnings so closely twined with Pau. 
Independent still as under Gaston, the sovereigns of the 
stout little kingdom had lived friends but no subjects 
of the King of France ; and the Court at Pau, always 
proud and a i' - omous as the Court at Parts, had 
become defiantly Protestant besides. And now if ever it 
had a sovereign after its own heart. Henry was kingly, 

• The genuiiuM)f>'>» of tlic proem shell luis frequently been ques- 
tioned : l>iit the tev(inu>ny of l..M«R^£ has nuw fairly esublished the 
story of it» pre^natiou. 
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but a king of the people. He had their spirit. His 
long, keen, grizzled face was alight with ready comrade- 
ship. " I want my poorest subject," he said. " to have a 
fowl for his pot on Sundays." He was a IJtarnais from 
sole to crown, — in bravery and craft, tact and reckless- 
ness, in virtues, and — which pleased them as much — in 
vices. *' He was plain of speech, rough in manner, — vviih 
a quaint jest alike for friend or foe ; his hand upon his 
sword, his foot in the stirrup, his gun slung across his 
shoulder^ the first in assault, the last in retreat. Irregular 
in his habits, eating at no stated times, but when hungry 
voraciously devouring everything that pleased him, 
especially fruit and oysters ; negligent, not to say dirty, 
in his person, and smelling strong of garlic. A man who 
called a spade a spade, swore like a trooper, and hated 
the parade of courts ; was constant in friendship, 
promised anything freely, a boon companion, a story- 
teller, cynical in his careless epicureanism, and so pro- 
found a heliever in the " \va\- of fate.' that reckless of 
the morrow he extracted all things from the passing 
hour."* 

Time had not jogged on so far, in journeying from 
Orthc/ lu i'au, as lu lorgcl all his nicUiaival ways, — his 
promptings to strife and feuds, his liking for adventures. 
Henry had abundance of them, in his running hrc against 
his neighbor-enemies, in his hot Protestant struggles 
against the Medicis, in his hotter fight for the throne of 
France. There are both meats and sweetmeats in his 
career,— strong deeds and knightly diversions. These 
old wars are the most poetic in French history ; they 
were made for pleasure rather than interest. It was a 
chase in which adventures, dangers, emotions were 

♦ Elliott : OJd Court IJfe in Frame, 
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found, in which men lived in the sunlight, on horseback, 
amidst flashes of fire, and where the body as well as the 
soul had its enjoyment and its exercise. Henry carries 
it on as briskly as a dance, with a Gascon's fire and a 
soldier's ardor. . . . This is no spectacle of great masses 
of well-disciplined men coming heavily into collision and 
falling by thousands on the field, according to the rules 
of good tactics. The king leaves Pau or Nerar with a 
little troop, picks up the neighboring jarrison^ rn liis 
way, scales a fortress, intercepts a body of ar^ucbu- 
siers as they pass, extricates himself pistol in hand from 
the midst of a hostile troop, and returns. . . . They ar- 
range their plan from day to day ; nothing is done unless 
unexpectedly and by chance. Enterprises are strokes 
of fortune. ... To act, to dare, to enjoy, to expend 
force and trouble like a prodigal, to be given up to the 
present sensation, be forever urged by passions forever 
lively, support and search the extremes of all contrasts, 
that was the life of the sixteenth century."* 

Exciting incidents abound among Henry's dashing 
forays. He exposed himself to every risk he asked of his 
men, deaf even to their own entreaties that he should take 
more care of his life. More than once it was his i)ersonal 
leadership alone that carried the day. For example, 
there was a hostile city on the river Lot. Henry coveted 
it. Its garrison was strong ; its governor scoffed : a fig 
for the Huguenots ! " Henry would brave defeat sooner 
than brook defiance. He marched to the town at once. 
**lt was in the month of June," as Sully relates it in 
his AfemoirSf *'the weather extremely hot, with violent 
thunder but no rain. He ordered us to halt in a planta> 
tion of walnut trees, where a fountain of running water 

* Tmw Through the Pyrenees, 
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afforded us aom'i ref reshmcnt ; '* and after a brief rest, 
he disposed his little army, and planned his attack : 

*' We had three gates to force ; ihae we made haste to 
throw down with the petard, after which we made use of 
hatchets. The breaches were so low that the first who 
entered were obliged to creej) through on their hand'; and 
feet. At the noise of the petard, forty men armed and 
about two hundred artjuebusiers ran almost naked to 
di>putc our entry ; meantime the bells nin^ the alarm, to 
warn everybody to stand to tlieir defence, la a ujoment, 
the houses were covered v/ith soldiers, vho threw large 
pieces of wood, tiles and stones upon us, wilii repeated 
cries of 'Charge, kill them ! * We soon found that they 
were resolved to receive us boldly ; it was necessary 
therefore at first to sustain an encounter, which lasted 
above a quarter of an hour and was very terrible. I 
was cast to the ground by a large stone that was cast out 
of a window ; but by the assistance of the Sieur de la 
Bertich^re and La Trape, my valet de chambre, T recov- 
ered, and resumed my [>o«:t. All this time we advanced 
very little, for fresh platoons immediately succeeded 
those that fled before us ; so that before we gained the 
great s([uare, we had endured more than twelve battles. 
My cuisscs being loosened, 1 was wounded in the left 
thigh. At last we got to the square, which we found bar- 
ricaded, and with infinite labor we demolished those 
works, being all the time exposed to the continual dis- 
charge of the artillery, which the enemy had formed into 
a battery. 

"The King of Navarre continued at the head of his 
troops during all these attacks ; he had two pikes broke, 
and his armor was battered in several places by the fire 
and blows of the enemy. We had already performed 
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enough to have gained a great victory ; but so much 
remained to do that the battle seemed only to be just 
begun ; the city being of large extent and filled with so 
great a number of soldiers that we in comparison of them 
were but a handful. At every cross-way we had a new 
combat to sustain, and every stone house we were obliged 
to storm ; each inch of ground so well defended that 
the King of Navarre had occasion for aU his men, and 
we had not a moment's leisure to take breath. 

"It is hardly credible that we could endure this vio- 
lent exercise for five whole dnys and nights, during 
whirh time not one of us durst (jnit his post for a single 
moment, take any nourishment but with his arms in his 
hand, or sleep except for a few moments leaning against 
the shops. Fatigue, faintness, the weight of onr arms, 
and the excessive heat, joined to the pain of our wounds, 
deprived us of the little remainder of our strength ; our 
feet, scorched with heat and bleeding in many places, 
gave us agonies impossible to be expressed. 

The citizens, who suffered none of these inconven- 
iences and who became every minute more sensible of 
the smallness of our numbers, far from surrendering, 
thought of nothing but protracting the fight till the arri- 
val of some succors, which they said were very near ; 
they sent forth great cries, and animated each other by 
our obstinacy. Though their defence was weak, yet 
they did enough to olilige us to keep tipon our guard, 
which completed our mwfortunes. In this extremity the 
principal officers went to the king, and advised him to 
assemble as many men as lie cuuld about his ])erson and 
open himself a retreat. They redoubled their instances 
at the report which was sjiread and which they found to 
be true, that the succors expected by the enemy were 
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arrived at the b.ir .md would be so soon in the city that 
he would have but just time to force the \vail and secure 
himself a passage. But this brave prince, whose cour- 
age nothing was ever able to up [tress, turning toward 
thein with a smiling countenance and air so intrepid as 
might have inspired courage into the most pusillanimous 
heart : is heaven,' said he, 'which .dictates what I 
ought to do upon this occasion ; ' remember then that 
my retreat out of this city, without having secured one 
also to my party, shall be the retreat of my soul from my 
body. My honor reijuires this of me ; speak therefore 
to me of nothing but fighting, con<jucst or death.* " 

There could ])c but one is^ue to such words. Henry 
fought till reinforcements came to him, and the town fell. 

Anecdotes of Henry are in a very real sense anecdotes 
of Bearn. The one following bnes uul two of ihi' king's 
best qualities. He was besieging a strong city in Poitou. 
*' We applied ourselves without ceasing to the trenches 
and undermining. The King of Navarre took incon- 
ceivable pains in this siege ; he conducted the miners 
himself, after he had taken all the necessary precautions 
to hinder supplies from entering without ; the bridges, 
avenues and all the roads that lead to the city were 
strictly guarded, as likewise great part of the country. 
. . . The mining was so far advanced that we could 
hear the voices of the soldiers who guarded the para])ets, 
within the lodgment of the miners. The King of Na- 
varre was the first who perceived this : he s]ioke and 
made himself known to the besieged ; who were so -iNton- 
ished at hearing him name himself from the botloin of 
these subterraneous places that they demanded leave to 
capitulate. The proposals were all made by this un- 
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common way ; the articles were drawn up or rather dic- 
tated by the King of Navarre, whose word was known 
by the besieged to be so inviolable thai they did not re- 
quire a writing. They had no cause to repent of this 
confidence ; the King of Navarre, charmed with a pro- 
ceeding so noble, granted the garrison military honors 
and preserved the city from pillage.*' 

VIII. 

The great satisfaction in contemplating the career of 
Henry is in the fact that it succeeded. His ambitions, 
maturing in purpose, ended in result. The King of Na- 
varre found himself at last the King of France, 

The path had not been of rose<;. He had captured 
two hundred towns and fought in ^ixty battles on his 
way. He himself had strewed thorns i'or others as well. 
His war> s]>read suffering throughout France. His 
skirnushings, petty but many, add up to an appalling 
total of harm. Henry as a model of renounced ambi- 
tion is a failure. Read what his Catholic enemies in 
B^am said of him, in an address and appeal to the Cath- 
olics of France ; as now first translated out of its Old 
French, it has an oddly Jeifersonian ring : 

" Knowing long since, to our cost, the nature of the 
wolf who seeks to deceive and then devour you, we have 
deemed it duty to warn you of the character of the beast, 
(ie naiunl d<- /</ htstc,) so that by our putting you on 
your guard he shall not have means to endamage you. 
Within twenty years he has summoned a round million 
of foreign mercenaries to ])illagc and rend your king- 
dom. He has sacked and demolished two thousand 
inoiuisteries and twenty thousand (i/V.') rhurrhes ; he 
has wrecked no less than nine hundred hospitals ; he has 
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caused the death, by war and divers punishments, of 
nearly one million, six hundred thousand men. In the 
face of his assurances to the nobility in 1580 and of his 
reiterated protestations, he has put up our very priests at 
auction and sold them off to the highest bidder, in order 
that his Huguenots might have on whom to wreak at 
leisure their diabolic hatred. He thinks himself King 
of France ; it is a malady common to the crack-brained 
to fancy themselves kings of the first realm they spy and 
to fashion them seigniories in the air. Beware trusting 
your fowls to this fox ! " 

Evidently the Bearnais hero had made some tolerably 
strong enemies in pursuing his atnhitions. No less truly 
his ambitions had made some tolerably wide gaps m iiis 
ethics. 

But the world pardons much to success. And this 
man had a certain high-mindedness in him which com- 
pels admiration. When the battle of Ivry was com- 
mencing, " he remembered/' relates Perefix, an old his* 
torian, ** that the evening before the battle he had used 
some harsh expressions to Colonel Theodoric Schom- 
berg, who had asked him for money, and told him in a 
passion that it was not acting like a mm of honor to 
demand money when he came to take orders for fighting. 
He nfterward went to him, when he was ranging his 
troops in order, and said : ' Colonel, we arc now upon 
the point ; perhaps I shall never go from this ]>lace : it 
is not just that 1 should deprive a brave geniK man as 
you aie of your honor ; I come therefore to declare 
that I know you to be an honest man and incapable of 
commiiiing a base action.' Saying this, he embraced 
him with great affection," • 

• " Tlic tolonel," continues rcrclix, "sensibly niovc<l with this be- 
havior, replied with tears In hi& eyes : * Ah, Sire ! in restoring to me 
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He besieged Paris, but would not storm it. **l 
.ikc the true mother in the judgment of Solomon," was 
his famous declaration ; " I would rather not have Paris 
at all than see it lorn to pieces." '* The Duke of Ne- 
mours sent all useless months out of Paris ; the king's 
council opposed his gr.miing them passage ; but the 
king, being informed o( the dreadful scarcity to which 
these miserable wretclies were reduced, ordered that 
they should be allowed to pass. ' I am not surprised,' 
said he, * that the Spaniards and the chiefs of the League 
have no compassion upon these poor people ; they arc 
only tyrants ; as for me, I am their father and their 
king, and cannot hear the recital of their calamities with> 
out being pierced to my inmost soul and ardently desir- 
ing to bring them relief.' '* 

Take it good and bad, lion of ewe, the character of 
Jeanne's high son is crystallized in one saying of his : 

I would give a whole finger to have a battle,<— and two 
to have a general peace." 

With delight Tau wau hrd lu-r merry inonarrh ; backed 
his tlnal ( laun to the throne of St. l.ouis, made on the 
death of the last of the Mediei kings and traced l)ack 
through nine generations ; followed tensely his long con- 
test for that high prize, his rivalry with the League and 
with Philip of Spain, his victories at Arques and Ivry, 
his coronation, and his wise reign as He^ry the Fourth 
of France. His fame was hers. The hour he died,— 
stabbed while in his state-carriage at Paris by the dagger 
of a fanatic, — " a tempest broke over the place of his 

mv hnnor y.m take away my life ; f«»r after this 1 should be un- 
wKrtliv of vour favor if 1 »litl not satriticc it li>-<lay for your service. 
If I h«(l A thousand lives I would toy them all at your feet.* In fact 
he was killed upon this ocrasion." 
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birth, and lightning shivered to pieces the royal arms 
suspended over the gateway of the castle/* 

" Jtuhfnte 

Dextera siuras jtuuiatus artes^ 
71ernui urbem" 

rx. 

A winter station such as Pau is a hub with many 
spokes. Excursions and drives are in all dirc( tions. 
Idle fashion enjoys its outlets to the air, and invalidism 
ilcmands them. Kach hamlet is a picnic resort. One 
has choice of time and space, from an hour\ ramble in 
the park, to a day's long visit to the monster sight of the 
mountains, the Cirque of Gavarnie. The park, as we 
pass, deserves its hour*s ramble. Its wide promenade, 
arched with great trees, is entered not far from the 
castle, and leads along the torrent of the Gave, whose 
source we are later to see in the snows around Gavarnie 
itself. It is the scene of the favorite constitutional of 
Pau, — a nL'utral ground for all social factions. 

Four drives in particular point us each to its own 
quarter of the compass. One is long, with the watering 
places of Eaux Chaudes and Kaux Bonnes for its double 
destination. The others, nearer in distance, lend farther 
ill event, — back through the centuries, ninety, fifty, thirty 
decades, in turn. 

The first of ilu >e i.-> to Morlaas, the earliest cajiiial of 
IJearn. The dist.mce is slvcu nules. Though the road 
is flat and tame, the ride affords superb prospects of the 
line of the Pyrenees, and these culminate at the top of 
the hill just before descending to the village. Here the 
panorama is even finer than from Pau. Easterly ranges 
have come into the field. The sweep of the mountain 
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barrier in sight is a full hundred miles, and the waste of 
intervening plains, no longer hidden by coteaux, increases 
the impression of distance without lessening that of 
height. The greater peaks rise now into better propor- 
tion. Mont Perdu and the Vigncmalc loom above their 
neighbors, and best of ail is seen far away the crown at 
least of the great Alaladetta. 

You must eujoy Morlaah wholly for its past. You 
cannot enjoy it fur its present. It is a poor, dejected, 
straggling street, noticeable only for mud and stones and 
dun-coated hovels. It does not, like Fuenterrabia, retain 
the picturesqueness of its antiquity. There, it is the old 
town's to-day that carries us delightfully back into its 
yesterday. But at MorlaHs there is neither to-day nor 
yesterday. 

For the prime of this place antedates old Fuenteirabia 
by many a hundred years. The latter may come to the 
former's estate as many centuries hence. Orthez is but 
in middle life, Pau a summer stripling, in the presence 
of this wreck of time. Poor Morlaas ! Thou hast seen 
thy long successor rise and reign and fall, succeeded in 
its turn by the ])rilliant capital that now sends hither its 
subjects to srotf at thy driveling old age. 

To share the mood of tlii^ grey spot \ ou iiiusl travel 
far back, down its dim retrospect. ^ fui must retrace 
long, successive eras, sensitive to the spirit of each as you 
pass. You must cross the sixteenth century, brightening 
into humanity yet still un-human, — the vivid, reckless 
King of Navarre its type. You must penetrate beyond 
the twilight where Count Gaston*s armor flashes across 
from the brutal towers of Orthez^ lawless and splendid ; 
you must grope back farther into the gloom, four hun- 
dred years still, before you see the shadowy MorlaSs 
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in its full stature, proud, (jowerful, rude, rich, — the capi- 
tal of old Beam. 

Nine hundred years ago. Mohammed's name and 
power were still new. Charles- Martel had just saved 
Europe from the Saracens. England had not been re- 
created by a Norman Contiueror. The Crusades were 
still undreamed of. Art, science, letters, were in custody 
in the East. These armed children ran riot, — passion- 
ate, intense, uncontrolled, loving fight and finery as the 
Trojans, or the Norse heroes of the Sagas. 

A single fine portal of the original sanctuary is still to 
be seen. But of the old castle not a trace remains ; only 
its name survives,— At Haurquie, — with its significant ety- 
mological story : Horca^ — -furcic, — -fourches patibulairesy— 
the gibbet. For these viscounts of 
Morlais had recourse to a savage 
expedienttocontrol the lawlessness 
of their day. They kept a gallows- 
tree erect before the castle gate- 
way, a speaking symbol of ven- 
geance, and there the blackened 
corpse might hang until replaced, 
swinging in the winter wind. There was a 
mint here also, which stamped the nu t.il of 
the little realm, and on the coins t<jo apj)eared 
the device of the gibbet. There is Ji tr ulition th.Tt 
the executions took place only t)n market-days, and in 
the Pyrenees to this day the market-gathering is known 
as the Hourquie. 




Eleven miles west leads us four centuries forward 
again from Morlais. This is Lescar ; with its ancient 
cathedral, the St. Denis of B^arn, the burial-place of 
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generations of its rulers. Morlaas has been deposed, 
and Ortlic/. reigns in its stead,^ — ^with Lcscar as primate. 
The gleam and glory of chivalry have grown with the 
years. Here was tlic seat of the church militant in its 
strongest manifcslaiiun. ** The bishops of Lescar," 
writes Johnson, satirically, " are said lo have been well 
suited to the times in which they lived ; fighting when 
they could, and cursing when they could not. In the 
early history of the province, they are found lustily taking 
a part in the battles of the frontier country ; and when 
peaceful times came, getting up a comfortable trade with 
the intrusive infidels they had so lately belabored. The 
reputation for wealth acquired by this astute community 
seems to have brought its troubles upon the enterprising 
diocesans, for tradition has it that in the eleventh cen- 
tury Viscount Dax laid sacrilegious hands upon their 
property. \\'hcthcr he was too strong for the carnal 
weapon or spiritual manifestations were deemed more 
appropriate to his particular case, history does not 
record, but certain it is that the rebellious noble, i)eing 
deaf to expostulation, was excommunicated, and resent- 
ing that, \va.^ .sei/.ed wiiii ;i ]epro.>y, of which he died. 
His successor, adopting the same line of policy as the 
deceased, was treated in the same way and with the 
same result. So that between the thunders of the 
church and the arms of the flesh, the Episcopality of 
Lescar waxed mightily, and its bishops took the position 
of premier barons in the province, sitting next to royalty 
in council and therein keeping to order all grumblers 
against their rights and jtrivileges. If two of the vener- 
able i-relatcs themselves happened to disagree and logic 
failed them, then, — it being scarcely orthodox for the 
reverend men to fight the matter out personally, — ^they 
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employed a couple of lusty varU ts to settle the business 
for them, and upon the weakest shoulders fell all the 
consequent disndvnntrigos ; thus instituting a simple and 
expeditious method of cutting short disputes by which 
the ecclesiastical courts of the present day do not appear 
to have benefited." 

Lescar was called the xnlle srptf'nairr ; for it had, it is 
said, seven churches, seven fountains, seven mills, seven 
woods, seven vineyards, seven gates, and seven to.wers 
on the ramparts. It is another senile hamlet now, and 
imagination must do all the work. Even the cathedral 
has been altered, and in its large, rather plain interior 
are few relics of its earlier, state, few marks to tell of the 
after'despoiled tombs of Henri Quatre's ancestry. There 
is a satisfying legend about this sanctuary. One of the 
feudal rulers had a violent hatred for some neighboring 
seignior, and finally secured his assassination. His hatred 
was thereupon followed by a remorse equally violent, — 
these men were violent in good as in bad, which redeems 
nuich ; and in atonement he rebuilt magnificently 
this cathedral, which was even then an old one, and 
added to it a monastery as well. And to complete the 
story of jjoctic expiation, the assassin he had employed 
became a penitent himself ; was later appointed one of 
the monks by his penitent patron ; and ended by rising 
to the reverend office of abbot itself. ^ 

Southeast from Pau lies our third landmark of the 
past, — Coarraze. It is a longer road and a dusty one, 
but a village will tell off each mile, the Gave de Pau 
brings encouraging messages along the way, and the far 
Pic du Midi de Bigorre keeps inspiringly in sight. Be- 
sides the commoner trees to be met in this and other 
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directions from Pau, are occnsional orange-trees, Spanish 
chestnuts, aloes, aracias, and here and there ;i magnolia ; 
but tliis region is north of much trojiical verdure, even 
now in \u\y, and plain beech and oak play the principal 
parts. Coarraze can be reac lied l)y rail also, and pref- 
erably so when haste is an object, for it is thirteen miles 
by the highway, while the train covers the distance with- 
in the half-hour. 

This spot too had its castle and its feudal barons, 
subject to the court at Orthez. A tower of the castle 
still remains. It is of Raymond, one of these barons, 
that Froissart tells the legend of the familiar spirit. 
This obliging bogey was wont to visit his host as he lay 
asleep, waking him to tell him what had happened during 
the day in distant countries. His mode ot rousing bis 
patron was unceremonious, not to say boisterous. In 
his first visit, he made a terrific tumult throughout Ihe 
castle, pounded the doors nnd casements, broke the 
plate*? in the kilclien, apjialled the sleeping servants. 
"kn()( king about everything he met with in the castle, as 
if determined to destroy all within it. . . . On the 
folU)\\ ing night the noises and rioting were renewed, 
but much louder than before ; and there were such 
blows struck against the door and windows of the 
chamber of the knight that it seemed they would break 
thegi down.'* 

The baron could no longer desist from leaping out of 
his bed, and proceeding to investigate matters ; and in 
the end the bogey and he became fast friends. In fact, 
the former " took such an affection to the Lord de Co- 
rasse that he came often to see him in the night-time; 
and when he found him sleeping, he pulled his pillow 
from under his head or made great noises at the door or 
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windows ; so that when the knight was awakened, he 
saidp ' let me sleep/ 
" • I will not/ replied he, * until I have told thee some 

news.' 

"The knight's lady was so much frightened, the hairs 
of her head stood on end and she hid herself under the 

bed-clothes. 

' * Well,' said the knight, 'and what news hast thou 
brought me 

"The spirit replied, ' 1 am conic from England, Hun- 
gary or some oilier place, \vhi( h 1 left yesterday, and 
such and such things havi- hai-pencd.' 

'•Tiiu^ did tlic Lord dc Cora.^se know by means of 
this messenger all things that were passing in the differ- 
ent parts of the world;'* and for years this invisible 
mediaeval sprite kept his patron comfortably posted on 
all current events, in a ghostly adumbration of the mod- 
ern newspaper press. 

But Coarraze and its castle carry us on later than 
Froissart's days. Here young Prince Henry ran about 
in his hardy youth, and romped and played pranks on 
his future subjects. Nothing delighted him more in 
after life than to come back here and hunt up his old 
peasant playfellows, bashful and reluctant, and bewilder 
and charm llu'in with hi;; state and his honhomic . Most 
of the old castle is gone now, destroyed by a storm and 
since replaced by a newer structure. 'I'he old baron's 
spirit-messenger or the white lady" of the House of 
Navarre have only the single tower remaining, tor iheir 
ghostly visits, — finding change over all save the far line 
of the Pyrenees glittering unearthly in the moonlight. 



CHAPTER IX. 



THE WARM WATERS AND THE PEAK OF THE 

SOUTH. 

** And we who love this land call it a fmr^s lerres^e, because 
life is fair in its happy sunshine, — ^it is beautiful, it is plentiful, it is 
at peace. " — The Sttm Maid, 

It is a nmeteeoth-century sun that wakes us, after 
all, each morning, through the Gassion's broad win- 
dows. We can reconjure foregoing eras, but we do not 
have to live in them. The hat has outlawed the helmet ; 
the clear call of the locomotive is unmistakably modem. 
Throughout Pau, in its life, its people, its social rubrics ; 
in its streets, shops, hotels, — the thought is for the 
present age exclusively. The past is appraised chiefly 
at what it can do for the present. Business and society 
pur<;nits are not perceptibly saddened by memories of 
the bcar-iiunt at Rion or the dagger of Ravaillac. 

And thus we come into the instant year once more, 
as we take the mid-morning train from Pau. We |)oint 
straight for the mountains. We arc on the way to Eau.x 
Chaudes and Eaux Bonnes, before mentioned as a 
fourth excursion from Pau ; but we go not as an excur- 
sion merely, for they He directly in our farther route. 
These resorts, the repute of whose springs we hear in 
advance, are south from Pau about twenty-eight miles ; 
twenty-five are now covered by the new railway, and the 
remaining three are done by the diligence or by breack, 
— ^for the latter of which, we telegraph. 
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It is a brief journex by the rail. The longer post- 
road no longer controls the travel The train hastens 
on, by the coteaux, past inaize«fie1d$ and meadows, 
through odds and ends of villages, into valleys more 
irregular, and among hills higher and steeper. Of Bielle, 
a village where it halts for a moment, there is a well- 
turned story told against Henry IV. It is one of the few 
cases where he was at a loss for a retort. He admired 
the four marlile columns in the churcli, and asked for 
them ; i kiriL:ly asking is usnnlly equivalent to a com- 
mand. iJiit the inhabitants made reply both dexterous 
and firm, and it i")rovcd unanswerable. " Our hearts and 
our possessions are yours," they said ; "do wiiii liiciu as 
you will. But as to the columns, those belong to God ; 
we are bound for their custody, and you will have to 
arrange that with Him ! " 

When the train reaches its terminus at Laruns, we 
are fairly among the highlands. Rising wedge-shaped 
beyond the town, dividing all progress, is a mountain, — 
not a hill. To the left and right of it pass the roads we 
are in turn to follow. On the left, two miles beyond the 
fork or three from the railway's end, will be found Eaux 
Bonnes ; on the right, at the same distance, is its lesser 
equal, Kanx Chaudes, our first objective point. 

In the distant direction of the former rises the snowy 
PtL lie Ger, nearly nine thousand feet in height and con- 
spicuous from where we stand at the station platform. 
Still leftward, ea>,t of the hills, is a notch in the moun- 
tains ; through il, \vc arc told, jjicrccs the Route Thcr- 
male, — the great carriage-road on to Cautercts and 
Bigorre, which we are to take after visiting the Eaux. 

Here at the Laruns station, we find our breack await* 
ing us, — a peer of the peerless Biarritz equipage. It has 
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been sent down from Eaux Bonnes to meet us. Trunk 

and baggage are stowed awa^, and wo are driven up the 
straight, sloping road from the station int o the \ ill ige of 
Laruns itself, where a stop is to be made fur lunch. 

The appearances are not prepossessing. Laruns is a 
small village centring about a large scjuare. It look^ 
unpromising, and one of its most unpromising buildings 
proves to be the '* hotel," — a low, dingy, stone building 
set in anionic its mates. At this the breack draws up. 
The spkndor uf the Gassion seems in the i!npo.>^>iblc 
past. The expectant landlady urges us within ; her face 
beams pleasantly ; her appearance promises at least more 
than does her environment. One by one and very 
doubtfully, we enter a dark, narrow doorway ; pass 
along a dark, narrow hall, walled and floored with stone ; 
catch a passing vista of a kitchen, a white-jacketed and 
white-capped cook, and a vast amount of steam and 
crackle and splutter near the stove ; and going up the 
curving stairs nre led into a neat little front dining-room 
overlooking the square. The carpet is of unpainted 
pine ; so are the table and chairs ; but both are clean, 
and this fact t heers. With misgivings we ask for a 
lunch for seven : without misgivings it is ]irnm[>tly 
promised, an<l liic i)eaming hostess hurries to ihe depths 
btluw. V\ hcilier her (piest shall bring us chill or further 
cheer, we do not seek to guess. 

\N'e canvass the situation and idly look out on the 
square before us. The low houses edging it arc of stone, 
faced with a whity-grey, and have ft sleepy, lack-lustre 
air about them, even under the sun's rays. Women are 
grouped around the old marble fountain near the centre, 
—one drawing water, several washing and beating white 
linen. There are barnyard fowls in plenty, bobbing their 
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prcoccuj)rcd heads as tlicy .scan li anioni; tlic ( <il)l)les. 
In llie torcground stands the temporarily disuianlled 
brcack, begirt with awed urchins and venerable Common 
Counciltnen. Behind all rise the mountains. There is 
a pleasing effect of unsophisticated dullness about it 
all, that seems queerly out of place in a rising railroad 
terminus. 

But a bright-faced, rosy little girl bustles in presently 
and proceeds to set the table. She has an unconscious 
air of confidence in the doings of the chef below, — this 
fact cheers ; and the cloth is indubitably clean,— 4his also 

cheers. We take heart. Napkins and plates ap])ear, 
white as the cloth ; knives, forks, glasses, rapidly follow, 
seats are placed, we gather around, and the old lady 
herself romes triumphantly in. with a huge, siiapely 
omelet, silky and hot, — and lo, our three cheers swell 
into a tiger ! 

Well, — we shall ahvay.s recall the zest of that lunch. 
It was perfection. The cuisine of the Gassion was more 
refined but not more whole-souled. The trout vie with 
the omelet ; the mutton outdoes the trout. Course after 
course comes up as by magic from that dark kitchen, — 
pdits p&iSf a toothsome filet, mushrooms, pickled goose, 
tartlets, cheese, fruit, — and each a fresh revelation of a 
Fyrenean chef's capabilities. Our doubtings vanish with 
the d^jeAner, and we exchange solemn % ows never here* 
after to prejudge a Gascon boniface by his inn. 

II. 

Our road forth from Laruns brings us soon to the base 
of the blo<:kading mountain, the Gonrzy. There it 
divides, and taking the right hand branch, the breack 
strikes at once into the narrow ascending valley which 
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leads >ULithcast to Eaux C'landes. Below, a fussy 
torrnU splashes impetuously to meet the incomers. The 
driver lias i>ointed out to mc an older and now disused 
wagon-way, short and steep, over the hill at the right ; 
it i$ tempting for pedestrianizing, and while the breack is 
pulled slowly around its foot by a broad, easy road, 
I climb by it for some twenty minutes, gain the crest of 
the ridge» and passing through a windy, rock-walled cut, 
come out on the other curve of the valley. Here the 
scene has become wholly mountainous. Grass and box 
cling to all the slopes ; pines and spruces shoot Upward 
wherever they have won footholds. They are not great 
peaks that we see yet, nor anything above the snow level ; 
but the mountains in view, with their faces of rock, their 
massive flanks of green, are imposing notwithstanding. 
Far below, the breack has just come in sight, its forward 
route meeting mine some distance ahead. 

Close at the side of the path stands a tiny roadside 
oralory. On ihe walls of this little shrine, wiiich (or 
its predecessor) has stood here for three hundred years, 
one might formerly read in stilted French fhe following 
astonishing inscription, ignoble witness to human plati- 
tude, as M. Joanne calls it : 

" Arrest thee, pasi>er-by ! admire a thing thou <>eesl not, and attend 
to hear what ic is thou shouldst admire : we are but locka and yet we 
speak. Nature gave us betog, but it was the Princess Catherine gave 
lis tnnj^ifs. \Vhnt thou now readest v»e hnve *ieen her read ; u hat she 
has said wc have listened to ; her soul we liavc upbonie. Are wc not 
blessed, passer-by 7 having tiu eyes, we yet have seen her ! Yet blessed 
thou too, in having seen her not ; for we rocks were lifeless and the 
sight tr«nsf()rnte<I us into life ; but a!> fur thee, traveler, thy transfor- 
mation would have been into lifeless rock \ " 

As our routes converge, mine descending, the other 
rising, the valley narrows to a gorge. In its depths, a 
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hundred and fifty feet or more below, the torrent is 
noisily roarings and at the other side, half way up, the 
carriage-road is built out from the almost perpendicular 
wall of the Gourzy. We draw nearer, and at length I 

cross, high above the stream, by a rude wooden bridge, and 
rejoin the main road. The slope I have quitted steepens 
now into a precipice, and the two sides of this ravine 
move closer and closer together, their bare limestone 
brows a thousand, two thousand, feet above the road. I 
vividly recall the Via Mala in Switzerland, as I lean over 
the stone parapet and push down a heavy stone to crash 
upon the rocks of tlie torrent far brncath. 

The toiling brcack rejoins me, and the road cuts in 
through the gorge for some distance farther. Patches of 
snow are now seen on some of the summits approaching. 
Then we round a corner at the left, the valley opens out, 
though very slightly, and soon we see ahead the closely 
set houses of the Baths of Eaux Chaudes. 

We pause before a plain, fatherly hotel, and a motherly 
landlady appears at once to welcome us. We are won 
at once by Madame Baudot Her benignant face is a 
benediction. She leads us in through the low, wide 

hallway, past t!ie little windowed office at the end, and 
turning to the left into a short corridor brings us out to 
a set of rooms in the new extension. As we step ont upon 
the tiny balconies at the ivindows, we c innot forbear ex- 
claiming at the charm of their sitnation. W'e are directlv 
above the torrent, which cliafes along perhaps fifty feet 
below, and the balconies jut out over the water. Beyond 
it are the cliffs, rising huge before us, wooded high, but 
bare and bald near the to|) ; up and down the valley the 
eye ranges along their fronts. The rooms, simple but 
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cxactingly clean, are dainty with dimity and netted cur- 
tains and spreads. The whole elTect is so hoinc-likc and 
resltul. the relief of the contrast so j^real from plain and 
city and the ni->h of trains, that involuntarily we sigh for 
a month to spend at Eaux Chaudes. 

III. 

Wo find but two streets, terraced one behind the 
other ; (|uiet, heavily-built houses, a small sho]> or two, 
another hotel, a little church, and the bathing establish- 
ment. The latter, large and substantial, overlooks the 
Gave a few steps up the road. We stroll inquisitively 
down through the village, lighten a dull little shop with 
a trifling investment, strike out upon the hill above for 
the reward of a view, descend to the bed of the torrent, 
and finally drift together again into the streetside near 
the hotel. Most of the houses are ptHshm or boarding- 
places during the summer, and while the spot is much 
less fashionable and populous than its neighbor, Eaux 
Bonnes, it is instinct with a comforting placidity not 
easily to be attained in larger resorts. The waters are 
said to be sperifically good for rheumatism. Both drink- 
ing and bathing are prescribed. In former times the 
simple rule was. the more the better ; 1 hor hiniself 
could scarcely have out(iuaffcd the sixteenth-century 
invalids. One of the early French historians relates his 
visit " to the Baths of Beam, seven leagues from I'au.** 
A young German, he says, " although very sober, drank 
each day fifty glasses of sulphur water within the hour.*' 
He himself was content with twenty-five, rather from 
pleasure than need ; ** he experienced " great relief, with 
a marvelous appetite, sound steep, and a feeling of 
buoyancy in his whole body." 
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An experimentally inclined visitor, a few years ago, 
heard of this exploit of the " sober young German," and 
attempted to repeat it. He very nearly lost his life in 

consequence. 

The sovereigns at Pau were very fond of the Eaux. 
Marguerite of Angoulenie loved to cimve to this stern, 
peaceful valley, and here fmind iiisiMratioii for lier 
thoughts and her writings. One of licr letters tells us 
that in these mountains, ajjari from the careless court, 
" <7A" u appris a vin e plus Jc papiLi que d'auliKs e/iosc's'* 
Her daughter, Queen Jeanne, Henry's mother, found 
her health here when she was young, having been 
** meagre and feeble." She often visited them after- 
ward. Her visits were costly, too ; the expenses of the 
court were considerable, but she had to bring an armed 
guard as well ; Spain always stood ready to kidnap the 
Queen of Navarre if it had opportunity. Such were the 
times. 

Later, for almost a century, these springs became 

neglected and forgotten ; they were then again brought 
into notire, and now seem to have gained a permanent 

j>oi)ularily. 

Ah iiftcrnoon closes in. we reunite at the hotel, where 
Madame greets us gra< iou>l}\ Her visitors will begin 
tu c ome with the coming week, but we actually ha\e ihc 
house to ourselves. In the tidy parlor blazes a wood- 
fire ; out of doors, in the dusk, it has grown a triHe 
chilly. Attentions are doubled upon us when it is known 
that we are Americans; Madame*s daughter, who has 
married the chef and will succeed to the inheritance, 
will succeed to the kindly disposition as well, and with 
a sunny-faced waiting-woman looks after details of 
comfort with a personal interest. Our famous lunch at 
7* 



154 



A MIDSUMMER DRIVE THROUGH THE PYRENEES. 



Laruns was both so ample and so recent that now we 
ask only for "tea and lo.ist," and so, while the lamps are 
lighted, the trays are brought to us in the parlor, and 
aronnd tiie centre-table and before the fire we nibble 
tatiitus in soothed content and plan to-morrow's ex- 
cursion. 

Later in the evening we pause at the little office in the 
hall, behind whose window $its Madame, busy with her 
knitting yet watchfully supervising all the details of the 
household. She chats with us freely, speaking slowly in 
her clear, low>toned French, — that southern French 
which sounds the vowels and the final e so Ungeringly,^ 
telling us of the village and its surroundings^ of the peo- 
ple, of herself ; questioning us about America, (where, 
she tells us, lives one of her daughters ; ) welcoming us 
evidently with the greater regard as being of the few she 
sees from that active, far-off land. 

IV. 

The low, steady, insistent rumble and rustle of the 
torrent below our windows becomes almost ghostly in 
the stillness of the midnight. It is coining from the 
dark and mysterious forests it so well knows, the same 
unchanging water-soul it has been in the days of the 
Pyrenees pa^t. One almost ascribes to it the power of 
audibly relclhng its ]iasl, as it intones its way onward 
below us ; infusing our dreams with subtle imaginings 
of the spirit of dead times, the pathetic forgottenness of 
the mountain lives that have been lived within its sound, 
the roysterings of the knights who have hunted along its 
coursing. 

For into these forests often rode Gaston Phoebus and 
his fierce men of Orthez, in pursuit of a fiercer than they. 
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the now disappearing P\ renccs hear. At no time was 
superstition more rife than then ; savage souls were im- 
puted to these savage anttn ds ; the spet tresof the killed 
brutes returned to trotd)le the dreams of the hunlcr- 
knights, as the growl of their familiar torrent penetrates 
ours. We seem to hear old Froissart's voice above the 
sound, believingly telling a legend of the hunt : 

'* * Sir Peter de B^am has a custom^ when asleep in 
the night-time, to rise, arm himself, draw his sword, and 
to begin fighting as if he were in actual battle. The 

chamberlains and valets who sleep in his chamber to 
watch him, on hearing him rise, go to him and inform 
him what he is doing ; of all which, he tells them, he is 
quite ignorant, and that they lie. Sometimes they leave 

neither arms nor sword in his chamber, when he makes 
such a noise and clatter as if all the devils in hell were 
there. They therefore think it best to rc|)laee the arms, 
and sometimes he forgets them and remains quietly in 
his bed.* 

•*'Holy Mary!' said I lo the st^uirc, 'how came the 
knight to have such fancies, that he cannot sleep quietly 
in bed but must rise and skirmish about the house I 
This is very strange.' 

' By my faith,* answered the squire, ' they have fre- 
quently asked him, but he knows nothing about it. The 
first time it happened was on a night following a day 
when he had hunted a wonderfully large bear in the 
woods of Beam. This bear had killed four of his dogs 
and wounded many more, so that the othei^ were afraid 
of him ; upon which Sir Peter drew his sword of Bor- 
deaux steel and advanced on the bear with great rage 
on account of the loss of his dogs ; he combated him a 
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long time with much bodily danger, and with difficulty 
slew him ; when be returned to his castle of Languedu- 
don in Biscay, and had the bear carried with him. Every 
one was astonished at the enormous size of the beast 
and the courage of the knight who had attacked and 
slain him. 

"*Biit when the Countess of Biscay, his wife, saw the 
bear, she instantly fainted and was carried to her cham* 
ber, where she continued very disconsolate all that and 
the following day, and would not say what ailed her. 
On the third dny she told her husband she should never 
re(o\fr lier health until she had made a pilgrim.Tg*' 
to St. j.inu\s' shrine at Compostelia. "Give me leave 
thcrctorc to go thither and to carry my son Peter and 
uiy daughter Adricnne with me ; I request it of you." 
Sir Peter too easily complied ; she had packed up all 
her jewels and plate unobserved by any one ; for she had 
resolved never to return again. 

''*The lady set out on her pilgrimage, and took that 
opportunity of visiting her cousins, the King and Queen 
of Castile, who entertained her handsomely. She is 
still with them, and will never return herself nor send 
her children. The same night he had hunted and killed 
the bear, this custotn of walking in his sleep seized him. 
It is rumored the lady was afraid of something unfortu- 
nate happening, the moment she saw the bear, and this 
caused her fainting ; for that her father once hunted 
this benr. and duritv^ the rharc a \ oirc cried out, though 
he saw nobody: '* 1 hou hunlcsl nu . yel I wisli thee no 
ill; but thou shalt die a miserable death !" The lady 
reiiu'inbereii this wlien she saw the bear, ns well as that 
her lather had heea beheaded by Don I'edro without 
any cause ; and she maintains that something unfortu- 
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nate will happen to her husband, and that what passes 
now is nothing to what will come to pass.' " 

V. 

White clouds scud away before the breeze, as we climb 
down toward the torrent again before breakfast and 
cross a diminutive foot>bridge to a path on the other 
side. Tile sun is at his post " All Nature smiles/* here 
in the mountains as over the plains, and promises lavishly 
for the day. The ramble brings a sharpened appetite, 
and we come back to the sunny breakfast-room, to find 
flowers at the plates of mesdamesand mademoi^.llo, md 
a family of Pyrenean trout, drawn out within the half- 
hour from a trout-well by the stream, in crisp readiness 
upon the table. 

We have planned for a view to-dav of the great I'u du 
Midi (!'( )>> ail, — liic mountain seen so shnrj)!) from Pan. 
It is not in sight nt Ennx Chaudes ; but it is the giant of 
this section of the range, — a noon-inark t'(jr an entire 
province. There is no mounuin resort without its pet 
excursions, and there are three here which take the lead. 
One is to Goust, another to the Grotto ; but the foremost 
is to Gabas and the majestic Pic. 

Our breack comes pompously to the terrace by the 
hotel, and the hostess wishes us " une Mle excursion** 
The road takes us on through the village, and pushes up 
into the valley with an ascent which is not steep but 
which never relaxes. Around us the scene grows in» 
creasingly wild and everywhere j)ictures(pie. We cross 
at some height the (lave, by the stone l*ont ,/'I'lri/, f\ — 
Bridge of Hell, so named, — and keep along the westerly 
bank. ( )n one side the ledges are bare, but the 
opposite slopes arc greener, densely wooded, and rib- 
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boned by occasional cascades. Goats and cattle graze 
on the upper stretches of herbage ; and the shadows o( 
the clouds chase each other in great islands over the 
broad flanks of the mountain. Often, as the horses pause 
to rest, panting silently with the work, we climb down 
from our perrhes to walk on against the warm breeze, or 
clamber up from the roadway to add a prize to the ladies' 
mountain bouquets. 

At a noted angle in the trend of the valley, the forked 
white cone of the great I'lc comes suddenly into sight. 
The vision lasts but ;i minute. A cloud sweeps down upon 
it, and when it lifts again wc have passed the point of view. 

We anathcmati/e the intruder openly ; this is incau- 
tious, for our anathemas provoke reprisals. Other clouds 
rally around their offended bister in support, as we push 
slowly onward, and some of the nearer mountains are 
soon enveloped also. The blue sky is forced back, cut 
off in all directions ; even the pusillanimous sun retires 
from the conflict ; the heavens have darkened ominously. 

In an hour and a half from Eaux Chaudes, we have 
come to Gabas, 3600 feet above the sea. The place con- 
sists of two or three houses, and a dull little inn by a patch 
of wooded park. It does not attract ovcnnuch, but to go 
farther at present is manifestly unwise. Nature's smile 
has become a pout, and th.it is fast developing into 
a crying-spell. The guide and ponies sent on from 
Matiame Baudot's must w.nit. The breack is tari> nilov d 
and left to the pines in the park, the horses are led ulf 
into the stable, and we diN( on^olatcly enter the hotel, to 
chill the coming hour with spiritless lemonade and a 
period of waiting. 

I believe it will always rain on you at Gabas. The few 
persons we had hitherto met who had been to Eaux 
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Chaudes enthusiastically praised this trip toward the Pic 
du Midi, — " but we could not complete it, ourselves," 




they invariably added, *' because it came on to shower 
when we reached Gabas." We had smiled commiserat- 
ingly, confident of being better favored. Now we find 
that the clouds, jealous body-guard of this regal summit, 
which is "first a trap and then an abiding-place for every 
vagrant vapor," can deny him alike to tlic just and the 
unjust, — that they trouble little to make distinctions, 
even where nationality is involved. 

It is a dull hour. Within, we are in a murky, musty 
reception-room, and find no consolation save in our- 
selves, last week's Pau newspapers, and a decrepit French 
gaide>book which tells tantalizmgly of the magnificent 
trip on toward the peak. Without, the rain falls softly 
and maliciously, slackening at times in order to taunt 
us with glimpses of fugitive blue overhead. We wait and 
conjecture; plans and anecdotes and a good fire help 
wonderfully to hurry the time. The landlord offers but 
dubious prophecies ; and the window-panes prophesy as 
dubiously, as we peer out into tlic grey mist and the 
dripping, shivering park. Nature's resentments are 
strong, and when she gives battle she fights to a finish. 

At last, in full caucus assembled, we vote the war a 
failure and elect for a retreat. 
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VI. 

The climb we were to take is to a plateau called 
Bious-Artigues. It is about three mites beyond Gabas 
by bridle*path, and its ascent needs an hour and a half. 
Here the full face of the Pic du Midi d'Ossau is squarely 
commanded. The view is said to challenge that of the 
Matterhom from the Riffel. The plateau itself is nearly 
live thousand feet above the sea, and across the ravine 
before it, this isolated granite obelisk, with its mitre oi 
snow, lifts itself upward more than five thousand feet 
higher. — a precipitous cone. *' notched like a pair of 
gaping jnws, eager to grasp the heavens." 

This f ormidable p} ramid was first ascended in 1552, 
and afterward liy Palma Cayet in 1591. It has often 
been climbed since, and alfords a view over a veritable 
wilderness of peaks. From Biou> /viiigjucs, wiiiioul 
making the ascent but simply following the sides of the 
surrounding basin, one can go on to a second and even 
a third plateau, adding to the outlook each time, and 
may finally work his way entirely around the Pic and 
return to Gabas by another direction. At Gabas too 
one is but seven miles from the Spanish frontier, and 
there is a foot-pass that scales the high barrier between 
the countries and leads down to the Spanish baths of 
Panticosa. A great international highway over this pass 
has been in contemplation, — the carringe-road to be con- 
tinued on from Gabas. ui)ward over the crest of the 
range, and so descending to Panticosa and the plains of 
* .\ragon. It is a singular fact that at present, from the 
Bay of Biscay to the Medilcrranean, there is not one 
such highway over any portion of the chain, but solely 
around t!ie two extremities. The only midway access 
from country to country, (except a poor cart>road from 
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Pail to Jaca,) is by miilc-paths, or oftencr difficult trails 
and passes known rhiefly to the blithe contrabandista. 

Mourntiilly. yet with philosoi)hy, \vc muse on these 
withhohlcn glories, as we drive rapidly homeward. Um- 
brellas shut off the scenery where the mists do not, and 
we are forced to introspection. We resort for comfort 
to praising each other for bearing the disappointment so 
weU. We laud each other's cheerfulness under affliction. 
After all, 

" Inio each life some rain must fall, 
Some days must be dark and drean'." 

We solace ourselves with the most fulsome mutual 

adulation, uncriticised by the stolid coachman ; and as 
wc roll down the long descent back to Eaux Chaiidcs, 
our disapijointment wears gradually away : at Hell 
Bridge, we have become quite nnjjcHc ; and we rc^i'ond 
to Madame Baudot's condoling welcome almost with 
hilarity. 

VIL 

The last wrinkles of regret are smoothed away by 
a sumptuous luncheon. It competes even with that at 
Laruns, which we have set up as henceforth the stand- 
ardf the model, the criterion, the ultimate ideal, of all 
luncheons. Of a truth, this chef is proving himself a 
worthy son-in-law. 

It has set in for a rainy afternoon, and this comforts 
us surprisinuly. If it had cleared after all, onourreturn 
here to Eaux Chaudes, and the blue had opened into 
bloom overhead, I do not know what would have been 
said of the climate, but we should have held very strong 
opinions concerning it. As it is, we can lay the fault on 
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Fate, not on any misplanning. This is an inestimable 
relief. We did our part. We went more than half way. 
The blame was Fate's, not ours. Fate is the one, there- 
fore, that merits the abuse. It is a solace to put the 
blame squarely where it belongs, and a greater solace 
biiii to abuj>e the absent. 

But need we spend the rest of the day at Eaux 
Chaudes ? The hotel is cosy and seems almost a home, 
but the wet little street has nothing to invite us. We are 
not going to Gabas again. On that point we are re- 
solved. The Pic du Midi has forfeited all claims. 
Goust we can return to visit. We call another caucus, 
—and in an hour, warm farewells have been spoken to 
Madame, and we are atop of our breack, on the watery 
way to Eaux Bonnes. 
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THE GOOD WATERS OP THE ARQUEBUSADE. 

" Tan! ifuc I'on est aux iaingi, il /aid/ T-tTrr (■'■>mnu ung enfant, 
sans nul somy." — Makul erite of Angoul^me. 

The road toward Eaux Bonnes retraces its steps from 
Eaux Chaudes almost to Laruns, before it swings off 
into the other southward gorge. The ride in all is about 
fotir miles, — ^two on each branch of the V. Between the 

resorts is also a foot-path over the Gourzy, recommended 
in fine weather ; it is steep and said to be toilsome, but 
the view is reputed a full compensation. 

This wliole valley, comprising the main depression 
running north from Laruns and the narrower fissures 
split through to Eaux Chaucks and Eaux Bonnes, was 
in Miocene times the bed of a huge glacier. It is known 
as the Val d'Ossau, — " the vale where the bears come 
down." Bears are still met with, it is said, in the vast 
forests about the foot of the Midi, but they are shy and 
scarce. The iwrdy — the chamois of the Pyrenees, — is* 
more frequently seen and often hunted. This valley is 
individual in B^am, as B^am is in France. In past 
time it was a distinct principality, small but defiant, and 
it had its own line of hereditary viscounts entirely inde* 
pendent f the larger province enfolding it. The people 
still cherish some of the old local customs and costumes, 
their native dances, and a few other past differentia of 
the valley ; but railroads and time are great levelers, and 
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the Ossalois is broadening into the Bearnats, as the 
B^arnais is broadening into thr Frenchman. 

We speed on in the persistent rain, down between the 
steep sides of the Eaux ("haiides ra\ inc and out to the 
I.aruns foot of tlie great Gourzy ridge ; and having 
doubled this, turn into the gorge which leads southerly 
again to Kaux iJonnes. The incliiic i-^ now upward ont;e 
more, and progress is slower. An entirt ly new torrent is 
rushing to greet us. From what -we gain of the scenery, 
between the showers, the valley, though narrow, is wider 
than the one we have left, but its mountains are as high 
or higher. There is a fine prospect behind us of the 
Laruns amphitheatre. But the drops still patter upon 
our umbrellas, and we are glad when our conveyance, 
after a half hour more, climbs the last hill and rolls down 
into the Grande Rue along the little park in Eaux 
Bonnes, to stop at the handsome Hotel des Princes. 

U. 

At the first, we are not sure that wc are glad wc 
came. We miss the cosiness of good Madame l^audot's. 
But we soon see that Eaux Bonnes has attractions of its 
own, though they be very different from the charms of 
Eaux Chaudes. It is larger, busier, incomj)ar.ib!y more 
fashionable. 'I'he great entrance-hall ot the hotel is 
hung With wide .squares of tapestry, has tulumns of mar- 
ble and a marble (looring, and is invested with an air of 
ceremonial which is rather pleasing. The rooms aid to 
reconcile us ; they are on the first floor, large and finely 
furnished, and are directly over the entrance, their bal- 
conies overlooking the park. It is a transition from dim* 
ity and sweet pine, but travel, like life, should be prized 
sometimes for its transitions. 
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On the ground floor wc find the parlor opening from 
the great liall ; it is ;i long, frescoed apartment, with fidl 
Continental nrray ot gilded mirrors and polished flooring, 
round, inlaid reading-tables and glossy mahogany furni- 
ture. Our readjusted ideas of Pyrenean hotels are sus- 
tained at their high level. The season has already 
reached Eaux Bonnes, and the parlor has a refreshingly 
animated look with its groups or units of talkers and 
readers. Across the main hall is the dining-ball, e(]ually 
long and frescoed, and beyond it a satellite breakfast* 
room ; and when the afternoon has worn away and the 
hour announces the gastronomic event of the day, it 
is a goodly representation of guests that gathers itself 
together at the formal table-d'hdte. 

III. 

There is no mistaking the character of tlie next day. 
It is settled fair." Probably Nature feels that she car- 
ried affairs a trifle too far yesterday. Everything is 
radiant, this morning ; the leaves on the trees glow and 
are treniuUnis in this warm southern air. Eaux Bonnes 
appears to belter advantage than at our rainy arrival. 
I cross the street to the diminutive jiark, w hieh i> trian- 
gular, its apex nurlhsvard. ll ha> jkiiIis and scal.-> and 
leafy Gothic arches, fountains and a music kiosque ; 
while in and about are promenaders, nurses and chil- 
dren, guides and idlers, already out of doors for sun- 
baths or business. The town mainly centres about this 
triangle, the houses facing it from across the streets in a 
similar triangle proportionately larger. The buildings 
are tall and uniformly handsome ; other hotels resem- 
bling the Princes line the western side and the base, 
and opposite are diversified shops and pensions and 
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still more hotels. Livery-stablcs are oiuni|ircseiu, the 
sign, ** fAevaux et pfftfitres A Iffuer," greeting one at every 
turn. Along the sides of the streets flow lively rivulets 
of water, led in from the mountain slopes and fresh and 
clear from their clean, rocky ways. The spring-house 
and Casino, a decorated structure, built against the 
mountain, stands on a low eminence west of the head of 
the park, and from this to our hotel extends a broad 
foot-way, lined with stalls and booths, •* where bright- 
colored Spanish wools, trinkets and toys arc sold, where 
bagatelle nnd tt'r an pistoft t, roundabouts and pcepshows, 
— all the ' ftin of the fair,' in fact, — is set out for the 
amusement of idle Eaux Bonnes. ' I hese are sure in- 
dications of fashionable prosperity. Wherever these 
evanescent summer stalls appear, at Saratoga or St. 
Moritz or Eaux Bonnes, they tell of patronage to call 
them into being, — an idle, prosperous patronage that 
spends for gimcracks what the native would economiie 
from necessaries. 

Behind all, walling the square closely in on almost 
every side, are the cliffs ; at the east is a lower curtain 
of rock shutting off the outer valley ; and on the south, 
almost overhanging us, shoots up the Pic de Ger. 'I'hc 
view of its rocky escarpments and silver i)eak may fairly 
be called stupendous, it is so sharply at variance with 
the smooth rarpetings of the lower mountains about it. 

I pavs down tlirough the park. At its base is a con- 
gress of single-seated donkey-carriages like those at 
Biarritz. They are officered by inij)ortunate though 
good-natured boys and women, but 1 persevere in un- 
ruffled declinations. The street slants up a short hill 
here and comes out upon another open place much 
smaller than the park and likewise bordered with stores 
and pensions. 
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This is Eaux Bonnes» as it is, as it was, as it will be. 
The place cannot grow, except into the air. Its area is 
little over half an acre. It stands wedged into the 
Gourzy, on a species of platform in a huge niche in the 
mountain, partitioned off from the main vnlley by the 
low ridge of rock behind the houses on the farther side 
of the park. Save this attractive little grove in its centre, 
every inch of ground is utilized. The torrent, tearing 
past along the lower bottom of the main ravine without, 
has cut away the level on that i.ide ; beyond it, the 
mountains rise sheerly upward again. And the Gourzy, 
as just said, hems us in on the sides remaining. From 
the rear windows of the Hotel des Princes you can put 
out your hand and touch the naked rock. A few addi- 
tional houses are perched here and there on convenient 
projections or lodged in narrow crannies against the 
hill ; and blasting and cutting have created space where 
it was not before ; but the limit seems reached, and what 
is must be. Eaux Bonnes cannot afford to increase in 
popularity. Poinilarity has seriously incommoded her 
alreadw Like a full-bodied but tight-luxlired dowager, 
shede\ outly hopes she will not iia\ e to grow any fatter. 

.•\s i saunter back tlirou.;li the park, I meet a striking 
individual. It is one of the local guides arrayed m full 
regimentals. His startling colors arc designed to attract 
the wary but inquisitive tourist, — much as the waving 
of the hunter's colored scarf is said to attract the wary 
but inquisitive gnu. Still it is the true Ossalois dress, 
and as such claims inspection. I open a conversation, 
and find the man to be one of the four Eaux Bonnes 
guides having the honor of mention in Murray ; Caillou 
Martin is his name. A ])road, good -humored face, 
swarthy and strong, with the eyes dark and small and 
far apar^ and shaded by the inevitable berret. Cailtou's 
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is scarlet, and so is his jacket, thrown open in flai)i)ing 
lappels and showing a wliiie flannel waistcoat beneath. 
He wears knee-breeches of brown corduroy, and thick 
creamy-white leggings, coarsely knit and climbing up 
over ankle and calf nearly to the knee. He has hemp 
sandals, and around the waist circles a scarlet sash, 
equally inevitable with the berret. 

Caillou grins as I tell htm of Murray's encomiums, 
and wants us to go up the Pic de Ger. The day is 
** magtttfique^* the ascent " trh facile** the 
view *' nwissante** And each adjective is 
set off with a rattling fusillade of crack- 
ings from his great whip. This weapon is 
a specialty of all Pyrenean guides and 
drivers. The handle, short and stout, is 
of wood, with a red plush tuft around the 
centre, and the lash is made of braided 
leather thongs, four or five feet in length, 
finishing in a long whipcord and a vicious 
little knot This instrument will make a 
crack like a pistol shot, and under artistic 
manipulation will signal as far as Roland 
could wind his famous horn. It is worn slung over the 
shoulder and under the opposite arm, the handle in front 
linking by a loop with the lash ; and it fitly completes a 
highly picturesque costume. We bargain for the whij) 
on the spot, a five-franc piece < li tiL^es hands, and Cail- 
lou Martin graciously writes his honored autograph on 
the handle. 

IV. 

Some of us have planned a return to Eaux Chaudes 

for the dav. One of its characteristic excursions we 
have not yet taken ; the strange village of (ioust is un- 
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visited. This hamlet, sittinte<l on a mountnin-side near 
Eaux Chniides. is described by M. Morcau as a species 
of priiu:ij)ality, tiny but self-go\ tTning. similar to ( t-rtain 
duciiics of the confederation without their budget and 
civil list," a box within a box, it would appear, — a spot 
independent of its Valley of Ossau, as Ossau was of Beam, 
and B^arn of France. It has lived alwaya in the moat 
utter aloofness from the world's affairs ; it still so lives to> 
day. It is noteworthy too for its old people ; Henry IV 
granted to one of them, bom in 1442^ a life pension which» 
it is credibly recorded, was not extinguished until 1605. 

We have a strong curiosity to visit this unique settle- 
ment, solitary, indifferent to time and its new ways, 
Natu re's " children lost in the clouds." So I gladden one 
of the anxious liverymen with an order, and soon a 
comfortable carriage is taking us back down the hills 
toward Laruns. W c can dwell this morning; on the 
view of that village and its green l)asin, as we glide down 
along the side of the valley with the distant si)ecks of 
houses always in Iront. Wc dwell too with more com- 
prehension on the heights and depths of the Eaux 
Chaudes ravine, as we turn the foot of the V and puU 
steadily upward and inward again. There is Madame 
Baudot at the doorway, hearing the distant wheels^ 
ready to welcome us with all her heart ; there appear her 
daughter, Madame Julie, and the rubicund serving* 
woman ; and even the square, white cap of the chef bobs 
up and down behind them, within the hall. 

The carriage is moored, the horses are unshipped, 

wraps and overcoats speedily tinladen and left in bond. 

The good women promise us the best of lunches on our 

return, and we are fairly afoot down the road toward the 

Bridge of Hell, — hearts and highway equally paved with 
8 
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good intentions. The sun is full but not oppressive, a 
breeze is stirring, and there is a flood of vitality, a buoy- 
ancy and light-hearledness, about these bright mountain 
mornings, as one strides on, "breathing the free air of 
unpunctuality," which animates to high deeds and 
heroic resolve. 

The deed now in prospect is high, but not superla- 
tively heroic. The hamlet we seek is stowed awa) u[jon 
the mountain-side across the ravine from Eaux Chaudes, 
3000 feet above the sea, and will require a climb of 
perhaps three-quarters of an hour. We cross the dia- 
bolic Bridge, — ^fatUis aacensus," 

»• gales of Hell arc open nijjhl aiut liay. 
Kmocith the ascent and easy is the way." — 

and j>horily strike off from tlic rond and tip nnmng the 
bushes. There is a well-worn pathway, and it toils easily 
skyward, doubling back on itself to rest and unrolling 
wider and wider vistas of the valley. The Guurzy 
across the chasm enlarges its proportions as we rise. 
Here comes a peasant or two posting valley-ward, 
going to his world-centre, the metropolis of Eaux 
Chaudes, or perchance even on to the universe-hub,~ 
Laruns. Birches and beeches mingle everywhere with 
the darker green of the fir-trees ; alders and oaks and 
hazels are abundant ; among all run the heavy growths 
of box. Tree life is profuse and rich on these warm 
lower flanks of the range, while wild flowers and butter- 
flies tempt one to constant digressions. 
The path grows steeper. After all, 

" to ascend, to view the cheerful skies 
In this the tttsk and mighty labor lies.*' 
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Virgil must have had this very occasion prophetically 
in mind : 

" To few great Jupiter imparts this grace, — 
And those of diining worth and heavenly race ! 

I5ttui\t fhose regions and our upper light, 
I )tt-p fort-sts aixl im[)enetrable nij^lu 
l\>!>scs» the middle space ; the infernal bounds 
Cocytus with his sable waves »onw>nds." — 

Cocytus being an evident euphemism for the (iave. 

We meet another peasant, this time a woman, who 
stares and replies that (ioust is very near. Anotlu-r 
incline is mounted, we come out upon an uneven break 
of pasturc'land, and our destination is at hand. 

We are not positive as to this at first. Eight hoary, 
grey -stone hovels are before us, a few rods away, and the 
path passing along the side of a high stone wall goes on 
to their doors. We follow it, finding the way grown 
muddy and stony, and finally stop inquiringly before the 
cellar-like opening of the most prominent "hutch." So 
this is the principality of Goust ! A woman has been 
peering at us from over the wall we have passed by, 
and now our arrival brings other women to their 
respective doors, to stare in the unison of unrcr- 
tainty. Approaching, 1 doff my hat, and ])olitcly explain 
that we are visitors, that we have come from Anierira to 
see this settlement, and that any courtesies they may 
extend will be considered as official by the nation we 
represent The dumb neutrality of the beldames^ at this, 
is soon dispelled by our friendly interest, and they grad- 
ually come out and group around us in the mud of the 
path, with interest no less friendly and even greater. 
Their faces are intelligent and shrewd and practical ; 
there is abundance of wise if narrow lore lined out in 
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those strong, crude features. Their frames arc brawny ; 
they are used to work. They are those who fill, and fill 
faithfully, their single niches, living moveless, as the 
trees ; change, new surronndings. the w orld, they have 
not known. Their life has cut its one deep dent and 
there it is hidden, — as boulders sink their way into the 
glacier-fields. 

But evidently it is we who arc the chief curiosity, — not 
they. The dresses of the ladies are unobstrusively but 
openly admired, — ^gloves and hat-pins discussed in detail, 
in an unintelligible patois. I inquire how many people * 
there are in the village ; what they find to do ; whether 
they are not lonely, so far from the world. They answer 
my queries in unconfttsed French, speaking both this and 
their patois, and even ask respectful questions in turn. 
There are about seventy people who live here, they say, 
but most of them arc away in the fields during the day : 
the women at home weave silk, to he taken to the valley 
for sale. They are nearly all related by marriage {al/ie's) 
or by blood to each other ; they arc governed by a little 
council of old men ; there is no rhti t, nor anyone supe- 
rior to the authority of the council ; it regulates the 
duties of each. They know of no taxes of any kind to 
l)ay ; they always marry within the village, except where 
the patriarchs may grant a dispensation with an out* 
sider; yes, they have many old people here, one or 
two very old Indeed, though none so old as a hundred 
and sixty-thrce,--the age of King Henry's ancient 
pensioner. 

But the other questions we put are too large or too 

novel to grasp. They do not apparently know what I 
mean by being lonely. The concci tion has never 
occurred to them. Nor do they think they are far 
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from the world They go down to the valley beneath, 

at times, they tell us ; and on feast-days and for the 
rustic August dances they have even been to Laruns ; 
the men cross the Gourzy to Eaux Bonnes, and they 
have all often heard long descriptions of Cauterets 
and Pan. 

The interest of our hostesses in their unwonted visi- 
tors is manifestly as great as ours in them, and there is a 
curious zest in gratifying it. Yes, wc are traveling in 
France; we have come from America to travel; we 
have been to Fau and Eaux Bonnes, and are going on 
to Cauterets and through other parts of the Pyrenees, — 
it was a bold undertaking ! They do not find a reason 
for it at all. One of them is familiar with America, she 
says, for she once l^new of some one who went there — to 
Buenos Ayres. They nre well-intentioned and free and 
happy, and never think of envy as they query these 
cometnry strangers. 

The camera focuses tlieir wonder. We show them 
the reflections on tiie ground-glass, — the houses, the 
waving leaves, each other's faces. It is incre(lil>le I 
We open the box and explain the structure of the mon- 
ster. Finally we boldly ask for a sitting, and after some 
urging and bashful demurring, these belles and dames 
of Goust coyly group themselves by a felicitous door- 
way, and«i-veritable " flies in amber *'~are perpetuated 
for posterity. 

'*Will messieurs and mesdames come within?" A 
matron speaks. It is what we have been hoping, and 
we follow eagerly, escorted by the troupe. Inside the 
door it is blackness. We tread an earth-floor, and by 

sounds and scents infer that this is the stal)lc. Wc pass 
up some dark, uncertain stairs, and stand in the living* 
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room of the family. It is long, dark and low-ceited. 
The rafters are discolored with smoke, the board^floor 
with wear, the walls with strings and festoons of onions 
and native herbs. Ears of maize and great sides of 
beef and pork hang drying from above. In the dim 
rear are two pine bed-frames, with spronds of sackcloth 
and plaid canopies; nearer are sets of shelves lined with 
trenchers and earthen crockery in formal array, while a 
wood-fire smoulders on the wide hearth in front between 
the window-ojjcnings, fortified with a primitive crane 
arid kettle o( strange designs and unrecorded .'uui(|uity, 
and with various pots and pans. Everything seems clean. 
Our liosless, pleased ai entertaining distinguished and 
appreciative visitors, draws out a wooden bench for us, 
and attempts to rouse the sleepy flames. 

It is a significant, a typical scene. These peasants 
of France, with their honest, unspiritualized faces, are 
showing their life, — frugal and voiceless ; hounded, but 
rarely pinched ; in dusk, but seldom in dark ; and with 
all, contentful, industrious, religious, and wishing no ill 
to any of mankind. This hamlet and home is an 
over^accented instance ; the lowland French peasants 
have more interchange, wider thoughts and interests, 
and many of them more prosperous abodes. Vet the 
scene before ns stands for thousands of meek cabin<; in 
solitary ]ilaccs scattered through France. This exile-life 
of Gousi tells its patient lesson, toiw hing, and at the 
same lime reassuring ; and 1 am very certain that in 
all its limitations it is higher, as it is happier, than that 
of a poverty-soured mAc/Urnt of the Quartier Belleville 
in Paris. 

A younger woman of the family is now commissioned 
to produce their treasured adornments for inspection. 
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From an ol>srure adjoining room a small (best is 
brought out and placed upon ihc floor before us, and 
tiic eager girl, kneeling by it. proceeds to display the 
contents. Carefully she takes out and unfolds a head- 
dress of bright striped silk, to be passed admiringly 
around ; and two or three other head-dresses follow, 
also of silk or of sharp-colored wools. We ask when 
these are worn, and learn that they are chiefly hoarded 
for gala-days and saints*-days. The large scarlet capu- 
let comes next, and one of the women dons it to show 
the effect. Then appear a scarf and two light shoulder* 
mufllerSf made of the true Bareges wool, a specialty of 
the Pyrenees, soft and fascinatingly downy. These are 
followed by a few ncatly-roUed ribbons, brought over at 
different times from S{)ain. which arc duly unstrcamed ; 
some silver jjins and a chain, and a rosary ; worsted 
mittens, and a pair of men's white knee-stockings, similar 
to Caillou's. But the gem of the collection, reserv cd for 
the climax, is a brocaded silk shawl, a really handsome 
article and liandled with great reverence. The proud 
owner assures us that it is valued at seventy francs and 
has been handed down in the household for many years ; 
and her listening neighbors* standing respectfully be> 
hind us, murmur their assent and admiration. 

We not only show but feel a warm interest in every 
detail, and praise each article as it is produced. Our 
new friends are clearly as much pleased as we ; they 
seldom see strangers, and more seldom any who sympa- 
thize thus with their privations and prides, and this will 
he n long-remembered event in their small community. 
Our hostess is muc h gratified when wc give her little boy 
a silver piece, — we can see tiiat she had no thought of 

favors ; and before we lake leave we present her with a 
8» 
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crimson handkerchief of India silk, owned by one of the 
partv, nt which she is fairly overjoyed. That, we tell 
her, is to go into the treasure-chest, as a little reminder 
of her foreign visitors. They press on us offers of milk 
and other refreshment, but we are mindful of the lunch 
preparing for us in the valley, and inform them why we 
must decline. We promise to send our hostess a print 
of the photograph, and bid a cordial adieu ; and as we 
descend the stairs and move off down the path, we are 
given a half-wistful and most earnest farewell from them 
all, 

Madame Baudot is true to her word. On her table 
is the most appetising of tiffins ; and after it wc have 
another talk through the office window. As she knits, 
she asks us about our plans, makes suggestions for the 
coming ride over the great Route Thermale, and wishes 
us not only a prosperous journey but a return in later 
years to Eaux Chaudes and the Pic du Midi. For her- 
self and her household, they are here the winter through, 
as there may be always a few comers ; but it is dull and 
bitterly cold : they are often shut away for days from 
the lower valley, and she is glad with the coming of 
summer. 

And so u c drive away again from genial Kaux Chatides, 
waving, as we turn the corner, to tht* w.irni fa( es at the 
doorway, the bouquets they have given us at parting. 

V. 

W e lind Raux Bonnes at its best as we return. The 
early afternoon siota is over, and every one is out of 
doors. The sunshine poiir.-» <ner the little park, filled 
with fashionable loungers. Uniforms and afternoon 
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toilettes add their tart hues to the sonibrcr garb of the 
male civilian. The little donkey-carriages or vinaigrettes 
are m great demand, and one by one are coming or go- 
ing with their single occupants, the attendant Amazon, if 
desired, running by the side. Saddle«horses are also in 
requisition ; the sidewalks have an animated air ; booths 
and gaming<stalls are in good swing ; the springs are be* 
ing dutifully patronized ; motion, Heraclitus' flux and 
flow, is the mark of the hour. The transition seems even 
g^reater than yesterday's, from Eaux Chaudes ; and, glad 
in the charms of the latter, we are glad too to return 
again to the world and its harmless vanities. 

After the evening dinner, we explore the street on the 
other side of the triangle. We find a narrow cut in the 
rockb liuhind the houses, and, passing through, a few 
steps bring us out upon the view of the main ravine, from 
which this narrow curtain of rock shuts otf the town. 
The contrast is instantaneous. From the hemmed-in 
nest of streets we have suddenly emerged upon the long 
sweep of the valley below us, finely commanded by the 
ledge where we stand. The level plunges off abruptly 
down to the Gave, which speeds toward Laruns, leap- 
ing through a wild vegetation and ' shepherding her 
bright fountains ' down a hundred falls." A few houses 
cluster on the hill as it goes down and at its base, but 
the torrent is again banked in by the mountain opposite, 
which climbs high above our own level. There is a long 
view up and down the valley, still and <|uict in the 
gloaming. 'l"he night falls almost while wc linger, and 
at length we turn back through the cut and saunter again 
across the park. 

Passing the line of booths, we keep on toward the 
Casino, which is elevated some feet above the street in 
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front. Its windows arc lighted up ; people are entering 
the building ; a concert is about to commence. Before 
following them we pause for a while upon the terrace 
to turn and face liic i'ic dc (icr. Erect and regal, its 
height throws it, alone among the surrounding raoun- 
tains» into the full evening after-light ; its precipices and 
white summit are all afiame still with the red sun, 
already lost to the valley. The great peak glows like 
the sacred pillar of fire by night, and we cannot but gaze 
at it long and reverently. 

VI. 

Sunday is more quietly kept by Eaux Bonnes than 
might be expected. The litt!'' French chapel hns its ser- 
vice, and there is a certain staidness about the morning 
which is unlooked-for and refreshing. The shops, how- 
ever, arc open as always ; the \ inaigrettc-dragowomen 
energetic as commonly ; and in the afternoon the band 
plays in the kiosque as it does on week-days. In fact, 
except for this certain staider air, the place like other 
Continental resorts does on Sunday very much the 
things which it does on other days of the week. 

The springs of course are as regularly sought. Their 
routine cannot yield to religious institutes. These waters 
are chiefly useful in throat and lung diseases, though the 
baths are healing for abrasions and wounds. Both hot 
and cold waters are here ; at one spot, oddly enough, the 
two temperatures well up close together. The springs 
have long been known, and anciently, as now, they were 
more popular than those of the sister valley. One of the 
kings of Navarre sent hither disabled soldiers from his 
wars in Italv ; many had been wounded by the anjuebus, 
then a new weapon, and from the cures effected, tlie 
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waters were called after its name. They are seven in 
number, ardently sulphureous and officioush odorous. 
They are not to be dealt with in the spirit of levity of 
Eanx Chnudes' " sober young (ierinan " : fifty glasses 
are not liyhil) to be tossed off. " Caution is necessary," 
warns Murray, " in using these waters ; bad conse- 
quences have arisen from a stranger taking even a glass- 
ful to taste. It is usual to begin with a table-spoonful 
and a half!" 

Habit, however, makes even the lion-tamer fearless : 
these invalids buy their course tickets, entitling to cure, 

concert and ecart(^ ; and they bathe and gamble and 
engulf their deadly draughts with the immunity of long 

familiarity. 

A distinctive attraction of Eaux Bonnes is its abun- 
dance of ]»roinenades. There are walks of all grades of 
difticulty. One can mount to a summer-house or to the 
summit of the Pic dc ( ier. If he does not want to mount 
at all, he can walk for half a league along a perfect 
level,^ — the Promenade liorizontale. This walk is unique 
among walks. It was artificially laid out for precisely such 
people, — those who do not want to ascend and descend. 
It runs back around the bend of the Gouray overlooking 
the Lanins hollow, the carriage-road grooving its way 
down far below it. In this region of angles and slants, this 
marvelous path moves leisurely forward, plane as a spirit- 
level, broad and well kept, shaded with trees, relieved 
with benches, and affording inspiring views throughout. 
Each of the promenades has its vie\'- ^nd its cascade 
and almost its hour. With so many idlers, it is easily 
believed that each is duly pojnilar. And when one tires 
of promcnailcs or of Hveline>s or even of fine weather, 
—can he not easily drive to Gabas 
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" \Vc are all kept in good order here," observes Black- 
bum, in his account of the Pyrenees resorts ; **every- 
thing is en rigk and au rhgU^ and if we stay a whole 
season we need not be at a loss how to get through the 
days. It is all arranged for us ; there is the particular 
promenade for the early morning, facing the east ; the 
exact spot to which you are to walk (and no faither) 
between the time of taking each glass of water; 
the after-breakfast cascade, the noon siesta, the ride at 
three, another cascade and more water or a bath at 
four, itroinenade at five, dinner at six, Promenade Hori- 
zontalc until eight, then the Casino, balls, * societc,' 
ecarte, or more moonlight walks, — and then decidedly 
early to bed." 

Caillou and the liverymen predict a fine to-morrow for 
the long carriage- journey we have planned. The breeze 
is resolutely east, they say. This fact seems anything 
but convincing to us, accustomed to the weather signs 
of the west Atlantic seaboard. But here, as is quickly 
explained, the reversed signs prevail, and it is the west 
wind that dampens feathers and the spirits of rheumatics. 

The band on Sunday plays at night as well as in the 
afternoon, and as the music, though secular, cannot be 
excluded, we throw open the windows and frankly wel- 
come it ns we sit in our balconies overlooking the lighted 
park in the niild evening air. The band plays well, and 
l)co])le tluong the paths and listen appreciatively. Two 
o\ertures, a waltz movement, the Melody in F, a march, 
and a cornet obligato which is vigorously applauded, 
may serve as index of the unpartisan scope of selection. 
Music is enjoyed to the full in Europe ; many a well-to- 
do city fosters its orchestra and has its public music- 
stand in the square or in the Volksgarten. In Bordeaux, 
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workmen and mechanics, small urchins and sailors from 
the (luays, fringed the more aris.{ocr:iti( circle of chairs, 
and listened as intently and as seriously as a Thomas 
audience at home. It cannot but have :i huu>anizing 
clfcct. These listeners below us, — and so with the 
rough populace of Bordeaux, — have become tranquil- 
iced, soothed, softened ; the buzz of harsh or random 
talk dies down ; all faces are turned for the time to the 
common centre, all thoughts mingle in a common still- 
ness of enjoyment. 



CHAPTER XK 

OVER THE HIGHWAY OF THE HOT SPRINGS. 

" T ike a --iKer zone. 
Flung about carele^ly, it bhine:> afar ; 

Yet throttgh its fury coarse, go where it will, 
The torrent stops it not. the rugged rock 

Opens anA lets it in ; anri on it nins, 
Winning its easy way from clime to clime." 

— Roctiis' /Af A'. 

It is Monday morning at Ivaux Bonnes. '1 he dome 
of the sky is of unspecked blue. The departing dili- 
gence for Laruns has just rolled away down the road, 
and now a landau with ioiir horses, and a victoria with 
two, stand before the Hotel des Princes. A formal con- 
tract, wisely yet ludicrously minute in detail, bristling 
with discomforting provisos for contingencies, and copied 
out in the usual painstaking French handwriting, has 
been discussed and gravely signed. We are to be con- 
veyed to Cauterets as the first day's stage, and thereafter 
to have the carriages at command, for an agreed price per 
day, if we wish to retain them. Thus we can journey 
on to T-uz, Gavarnie, Bareges, Bigorre and even Tu- 
chon. The memorandum is handed tts ; it provides for 
delays and l)rLakdowns, disputes, damages, sickness ; it 
stipn]at( tor return prices from the [liace of dismissal. 
The average price for two mk h conveyances in this 
region, " keep " included hut not pouyboirc. wtU be found 
to hold witlun from seventy-five to ninety francs a day, 

1S4 
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— thirty-five to forty-five francs for each carriage ; I 
record it as matter of information for possible comers. 
The carriages, the horses and the drivers are all strong 
ajid all wcU-c ushioned, and the drivers are resplendently 
tinseled besides. 

We are now to enter 011 the Ki'iitf Thfrmale, This 
carriage-road is one of the marvels of modern engineer- 
ing. The chief resorts in the French Pyrenees are 
imbedded each at the head of a north-and-south valley 
running up from the plain against the crest of the range. 
Between them, the huge mountain ridges, like ribs from 
a Typhon's spine, stretch down in irregular parallels 
from the backbone of the chain. Before this road was 
built, these resorts could only be visited successively by 
a tedious double journey in and out of each separate 
valley, or by high foot-paths over the ridges between. 
Thi!s the traveling from one to another had its serious 
drawbacks. The railroad came, skirting the plain, though 
not yet provided with the offshoots which now run i)art- 
way up into the valleys ; but even by rail the detours 
needed would be circuitous and wasting, and they missed 
utterly the out-of-door fascinations of true mountain 
travel. Something yet was called for. 

The Route Thermale was the result ; it is another of 
the wonders of Louis Napoleon's regime/ It has revo- 
lutionized the comforts of Pyrenean summer travel ; the 
ridges need no longer be skirted, for they can be luxuri* 
ously crossed, — and by one of the best carriage-roads 
in Europe. Beginning at £aux Bonnes, and running in 
the main parallel with the central crest, it rears itself 
serpent-like over four of these great intervening barriers, 
attaming and crossing in turn the broad valleys between 
them, connecting northward with the stations, southward 
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with the springs. This immense l)aml, sinuous and un- 
broken, uplifting itself to the .snow, plunging again from 
snow to the mai/c-tuUls, stretches along the central 
Pyrenees a full hundred miles. Four da\ jounyey away 
lies its tlistant end at Lut hon. Trie hostile mountains 
shower it with earth and stones. Winter buries it in ice, 
spring assaults it with freshets ; it is rarely passable be- 
fore June, and mountain storms even in summer meas- 
ure their strength against it. But Napoleon III inspired 
this road, and it emerges, quickly rejuvenated, from 
tempest and torrent, to laugh unconquered. Of the un- 
dertakings of the Bonaparte family, only two were ever 
baffled by opposing forces. 

Such an enterprise as this gives a new light, for the 
stranger, upon the popularity of the Pyrenees. This 
costly road-building rould only have arisen from a 
demand great enough to require and sustain it,— from 
an amount of summer traffic, a multitude of summer 
visitors, Lonimcnsurutc in part at least with the outlay. 
Evidently, figments of lonely settlements and dark paths 
belong in limbo tvith those of dismal inns. 

The next great synclinal, adjoining the Valley of 
Ossau, is the Valley of Lavedan, and at its head in the 
mountains lies Cauterets, our next point of attack. The 
notch of the road in each intervening ridge is called a 
€ol^ that which is in the ridge that now bars us from 
Cauterets being the Col d'Aubisque. Over the Q>1 
d'Aubiscpie, accordingly, opposite the Pic de Ger, our 
way to-day lies. 

II. 

W'e abandon Eaux Piotinrs, almost reluctantly, to its 
summer's festivities, and drive down the broad street and 
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around the end of the i)ark and so out through tiie cur- 
tain of rock into tlu- road of the main valley. The slow 
ascent begins alniost at once. We rise gradually along 
a wooded hill, stopping once to ciijny a tatar.u t which, 
like a liai)i)y chilJ, is noisy for its si/c and entirely lova- 
ble nc\ erilK lcss. A long reach of valley is then entered, 
bottomed by the (lave, the road well upon the side. In 
an hour or more, we finally turn to cross the valley, and 
commence the serious ascent of the opposite side. Facing 
us now from the side we have left is the mass of the 
Ger, very near, very high, and uncompromisingly precipi- 
tous. AH the morning this Pic looms stonily above us ; 
the sunshine brightens its snows but cannot soften the 
stem rock-features. Steadily, though with frequent 
rests, the horses toil higher, and the Pic seems to rise as 
we ascend. Often we are walking, by the side of the 
carriages. Other peaks arc now coming uj) into view ; 
the road mounts in long zigzags, shaded plentifully at 
times and always astir with a trace of breeze. Our 
admiration at its skillful construction increases hourly. 
Patiently surmounting all obstacles, it moves surely 
upward, un vexed by resistance, broad and snioolh and 
firm, and protected by parapets wherever the paternal 
solicitude of the Depart- 
ment could possibly con #5»^ 




jecture a need for them. /^"^ 
The trees become scanter *».i»;r 3^ _ 

'^^-'l ^ "^ ^ kK'- 

aS we near the top. Road- - '^^u iAjuL. |L-* » ^ 

makers are at work cut- '^^m^SiSmj*-^ 

tmg stones or repairing ' "i^i^j^^^^fi^^-.^wifcfcr*' 

here and there ; they doff 

their faded berrets in greeting. They have frank, hardy 
faces, marked with belief that life is worth living : 
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Lrs /itii'u iir ; Jr f-ii ri r 
Son/ iie Ifcns en/ants ; 

A fait ilt Mvent lengUmps f ** 

By eleven f/Llock the top is gained. We are on the 
Col d Aubisque, 5600 feet above tide-water. The 
horses pause for a well merited brcatiiing-spell, and we 
step to the ground for a survey. Across the valley 
towers the Ger, still apparently as high above us as at 
the start. Farther to the right, the Gotirzy^ though still 
in the near distance, has dwindled to a moderate hill, and 
Eaux Bonnes has throughout been niched from the field 
of view. To the left, other peaks, several heretofore 
unseen, stand silently out ; their rocks and snow " of 
Arctic and African desolation," as Count Russell has 
observed of another scene, since they are both burnt 
and frozen." The Pic du Midi d'Ossau, which should 
lie to the southwest, is not in sight, being hidden by in- 
tervening hciL'hts. 

\\*e turn ior a view to tlie eahl. Here barren pastures 
sprawl over the hills, dulled in places with lierds of 
cattle or flocks of mountain sheep. But llic Valley of 
Lavedan, which we expected now to overlook, is not yet 
in sight. After a long descent before us, there is another 
though lower col to surmount before we can point out 
the villages of the new valley. 

We seat ourselves by a snowbank, and enjoy the pleas- 
ures of rest for a season. Enter to us, a peasant upon 
the scene, — a woman, crossing the col from the Lavedan 
side. The large bundle magically balanced upon her 
head-cloth wavers never a trace as she steps lithely up 
the last acclivities and comes upon us. From a stick 
held over her shoulder depends another bundle, and over 
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all she is carrying a war-worn and ludicrous umbrella. 
The interest is nuitiial. Promptly I spring up and pull 
off my cap in introduction. Her round face, simple and 
good-tempered, a comely type of her neighborhood, 
opens gradually from a stare into a smile, as the ladies 
add their greetings. She seems rather ghul of the excuse 
to rest and lay aside her bundles, and in a few moments 
has grown quite communicative. She has come, this 
morning, she tells us, from Arrens, a small village on the 
way down toward the Lavedan valley and to be our 
destined halting-place, we recollect, for luncheon. She is 
taking to Eaux Bonnes a few woolen goods, stockings 
and hoods and shawls^ ^knit by herself and her old 
mother during the long winter. They are not for fine 
people ; oh, no, but the guides and the hotel maids like 
them. 

" And your husband," we ask, — '* what is he ? " 
A charcoal-burner, monsieur ; he has his pits in the 
forests of tile nalaftous ; it is a liard life." 

" it i< harde^t in winter, is it not ? " 

"It is hard always, monsieur," — this very simply; 
"but we have enough, though not more. — On the left of 
the road, madame,— our home, — as you walk out from 
the inn at Arrens toward ilie monastery." 

Again the conception of discontent is a stranger ; the 
idea puzzles her ; her life has always been thus ; she did 
not expect anything otherwise. It is a genuine forest- 
nature, mute yet never inglorious, reciting uncomplain. 
tngly its lesson of passiveoess and endurance. 

Her dress, coarse in texture, well worn but well cared 
for, appears to differ little in detail from the costume o( 
the Ossau valley we have now quitted, but is more 
strictly, so she tells us, that of the peasantry of the Lave- 
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dan district next to be met with. I'hc pleasant face is 
framed in by the ever-favorite hood or head-manllc. 
This is sometimes, as here, a kerchief, of conspicuous 
colors, peculiarly coifed, — the precise t\\ist varying 
according to the mode of each locality. Often, as with 
the women of (ioust. the kerchief is of ])lain white, tied 
below the chin, and set off with a short outside cape, 
black or coloreil, o\er the crown. .\t times the cape 
alone is worn without the kerciiief, and on o< casion the 
larger capulet of red supersedes them both. 

Artfully we lead the conversation into a philosophical 
discussion, while the camera is secretly made ready,^ 
when, from the side we have come, enter also another 
peasant, an old man this time, quite as good-humored 
and quite as characteristic as the first comer. He has 
dispensed with jacket or blouse, and displays the loose, 
baggy*sleeved cotton shirt often worn in substitution, 
an outlawed pair of ouvriers trousers, and the local 
berret and spadrilles. His features have the true Clascon 
cast of shrewdness and tolcranre. W'c formally intro- 
duce the two l(> cacli other, and tlie c amera i«; trained 
upon the pair. But now the woni.in, discovering the 
plot, evinces that basliful di.sinclination. t oiiunon among 
women the world over, to pose for inuuoriaiiiy when 
without her best finery; though the old man, I am 
pleased to record, does not appear in the least sensitive 
about his. Silver, however, is a great persuader ; now 
it proves a worthy adjutant of its nitrate ; the drivers, 
who are greatly absorbed in the situation, add their 
encouragements to the reluctant one, and finally agreeing 
and ably supported by her new ar(]uaintance as leading 
man, accoutred as she is, she plunges in ; conscious 
attitudes are unconsciously taken, — as taken they alwajn 
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are for photography, be it in Paris or the Pyienees, by 
all humankind ; and the two wights, humbly and happily 
serving their separate lives, valued items in Nature's 
wide summation, stand forth together in the dignity of 
humanity to mark this trifling meeting in permanent re- 
membrance. 

There they talk together on the road, as we finally 
drive down the hill, their figures silhouetted against the 
sky. They have been on the whole pleased and awak- 
ened by their adventure ; they will discuss and compare 
their emotions, finger their silver, wonder and speculate, 
and go their separate ways, convinced anew that the 
ways of the world and its worldlinp are verily strange 
and inscrutable. 

III. 

The noonday heat has now become noticeable, and 
seems greater on this easterly shoulder of the ridge. 
We are grateful for the rapid downhill trot, which makes 

two breezes blow where one breeze blew before. Even 
that one is less marked on this side of the col, and as we 
descend, turn by turn, beyond the limits of snow patches 
and into the /one of undergrowth and then of greener 
vegetation, the air grows perceptibly oppressive. The 
view has wholly ciianged since leaving the crest. The 
Ger and its associates have fallen from sight ; their val- 
ley is gone, and we face a scene entirely new. We climb 
again, to surmount the secondary col ; and then com- 
mence the final descent. 

It is now that the Route Thermale shows its mettle. 
This section of the road was among the most difficult 
portions encountered by the engineers. Nature stood 

o£f and refused all aid. "Beyond is the valley," she 

9 
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curtly told them ; ** between are the ravines ; make 
what you can of them ! '* 

A hopeless task it seemed. But Nature reckoned 
without Louis Napoleon. The road is here, serene and 

self-sufficient. It literally rarved its way down to the 
valley. Slopes often greater than forty-five degrees 
have l)een cut into intrcpidlv ; arches and viaducts 
thrown over gaping clefts, bridges over unbridgeable 
chasms. The road turns on itself : it doubles and twists 
and dodges ; it c rawls midu .iv along the ledges, gouges 
a path into the hill around a landslide's groove, looks 
over uncomfortable brinks with easy unconcern, and in 
short outplays Nature at every point. And all the 
while it continues wide and firm, and we trot ceaselessly 
downward with not one pause. The parapets are less 
frequent than nearer Eaux Bonnes ; often there is but a 
low line of heaped^up earth between us and the verge, 
and sometimes even this is wanting ; but nowhere is the 
way too narrow for teams to pass, nowhere is there dan- 
ger, save from a drunken driver or a thunderbolt. 

We look back from the moving carriages, and the 
camera is pointed toward the ledge of road \ve ]ia\ c just 
traversed. I iic picture proves an elotpient witness to 
all that can be 'jaid >>{ the Route Thermale.* 

Far liclow and in fnuii. .i patch of grey and lirown has 
come into view ; the drivers point out its clustering 
houses : it is Arrens. Many kilometres are traversed 
before that patch grows larger, — ^more still, before we 
have curved and dropped at last down to its level and 
are speeding along on a straight line toward the village. 
We find a ragged little street, and attract the usual wait- 
ing audience of Arcadians, and drawing up before the 

* See Fruntispiece. 
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door of the inn are glad to escape lor a time from the 
outside heat and glare. 

IV. 

The shady patch of garden at the side of the inn is an 
unqualified blessing. Roses overhang the patlis, and 
green branches bend over its plot of grass. We have 
found the little dining-room dark and rather stuffy, have 
thrown open the windows rind sliuttcrs, h.i\'0 rf>nridently 
spoken for an artistic meal, and can now ruuiinatc aj)- 
provingly iii)on rest and refreshment, the sweet restorers 
of life. How should one tolerate its zigzaggings without 
the gentle recurrence of these its aids? 

The kitchen opens invitingly from the hallway, and 
presently some of us drift indoors and group around 
its entrance. There is a hospitable stir of preparation 
within ; a blazing and clattering that charm both eye 
and ear. The landlady and her daughter are busy with 
a fiery fury. We grow bolder. We crave permission to 
enter and watch operations. The old woman pauses 
and looks up as she cracks an egg on the edge of a plate, 
and then assents, willingly enough, but with unmistaka- 
ble astonishment. She is used to predatory raids of 
visitors but evidently not to this inquiring spirit. Yet 
purposeful tra\el, we might tell her, is hundred-eyed 
and has glances for just such matters as this. It seeks 
out cities and scenery and history ; but it seeks out life 
no less. We are gaining impressions which cannot be 
drawn from books, as we come close to these homely 
ways and habits, questioning, appreciating the people 
we meet, understanding their capacities and objects and 
limitations. One sees the breaking of an egg ; he can 
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see, besides, a thousand accompaniments to the event,^ 
a biography summed up in an act 
At present, we note the breaking with rather more 

concern than the biography. Egg after egg is being 
deftly chipped, and its lucent content dropped first upon 
a plate, — a thrifty half-way station for possible unsound- 
ness, — and then slid off into a clean-looking oval sauce- 
pan. The pan is then hung from ;in unfamiliar variety 
of crane close over the fire, and the contents wheedled 
and teased by a skillful sjnjon and bribed with 
salt and butter and a sprinkle of parsley. And even as 
we watch, the golden mass raelts together ; sighs and 
quivers» and thickens into wrinkles ; bodies itself slowly 
into form and shape, under crafty oscillation ; and is at 
last dexterously rolled out, a burnished ingot, upon the 
long platter, with a flourish that bespeaks practice and 
confidence. The stiff face of the old woman involun- 
tarily relaxes with honest pride ; she looks up half 
unconsciously for approval, and we all applaud galore. 

Manifestly, externals vary, fundamentals persist. Bar- 
ring details of place and process, the culinary art follows 
much the same laws and works out nnicli the same re- 
sults in this remote Department of the French Republic 
as in tiie Middle States of the American. 

The kitchen iueif is roomy and neat ; the floor is of 
large, flat stones, the square embrasures of the windows 
are relieved with earthen pots of flowers. Full panoply 
of tins and trenchers and other implements of cheer 
hang in order against the walls or line the worn wooden 
shelves, — ^many of them strange in shape and of uncon- 
jectured use. Over all, there is that deft, subtle knowl- 
edge of place displayed by its busy inmate, a lifelong 
wontednessto surroundings, indefinable and unconscious, 
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which fascinates us, and which reminds as that the same 
scene may be to one habituated to it the most iterated 
of commonplace and to new-comers often alive with 
novelty and interest. 

At the window, meanwhile, other tragedies are enacted. 
The daughter is not idle. Here is a low, tiled shelf, 
with three square, sunken hollows, each lined with tiling 
and bottomed by an iron grating. Into these have been 
thrown small embers from the fire ; tlic draught fans 
them into a flame, and above, three flat i)ans make their 
toothsome holdings to siz/.le and sj)utter with infinite 
zest. This arrangement serves to the full every i»iir|)Ose 
of an oven, and does away with the range and all its 
cumbrous accompaniments. One is impressed witli its 
obvious but effective simplicity. 

In very brief time an appetizing d^jeflner of seven 
courses is being ceremoniously served in the now airy 
dining-room,— interrupted throughout, to the good 
woman*s unlessened wonder and our own enjoyment, by 
the journeys of some of us across to the kitchen at the 
end of each course to watch the preparation of the next. 

The dame thaws out momently under our evident 
good-will, and as she brings in the cherries and rake- 
lets, :he ventures in turn to stand near the door, and is 
even jileased when we renew the conversation. Her 
husband, we learn, used to have charge of a little cus- 
toms-istulion near the frontier ; now they have this inn ; 
it is pleasanter for him ; one offends so many in a 
customs-post. They put by something each year ; it is 
not much ; many pause here during the summer, coming 
from Eaux Bonnes or Cauterets. Some seasons there 
are diligences running, which is better ; for without them 
many go around by the railroad. 
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" But you, madame," I ask, — "you have traveled too 
by the railroad ?'* 

" Vcs, monsieur, a little ; we have been several times 
to Pan : once wc were at iiayonne." 

" And do you prefer the cities ? " 

"We like belter the mountains, monsieur; one can 
breathe here, and is not dependent."' 

The charge for the luncheon would be three francs 
each ; she is glad that her visitors have been pleased ; 
and our extra gratuity is the more appreciated because it 
seems wholly unexpected. 

There is a monastery just out from the town. It is 
but a short walk, we are told, so while the horses are 
brought around, two of us explore. We follow a shaded 
avenue, triply garnished at the left with a brook, a foot- 
path and a long row of small cottages ; and soon mount 
a sliort hill, pass through an open gateway, and are be- 
fore the churchly pile. Not a soul is about the place, 
and we have to look into the building entirely un- 
ciceroned. An apartment opening wide from the main 
hall is evidently some priest's oratory. We venture to 
peer tentatively in through the doorway. The room is 
plain, containing beside other furniture a small crucifix, 
a shrine and a praying-chair, — ^and nearer us a recent 
number of Figaro open on the table. Thus it goes : the 
secular blending harmoniously with the spiritual. 

The place is known as Poey le Hmn or Hill of the 
Fountain ; its site commands an extensive view, but 
otherwise there appears little about it that is distinctively 
interesting, — save as it is one of the fortunate Catholic 
institutions of the Lavcdan spared from Montgomery's 
Huguenot raids. The chapel, entered from without by 
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anutluT portal, is sombre and rather large. We feel 
lonesome and intrusive without sonic guifle, and do not 
examine it very carefully, A few tuweib arc bleaching in 
the sun, on the paved court before the cha])el, — the only 
sign of recent human presence. It is the home of 
brotherly deeds, and we piously turn the towels to 
bleach on the other stde« 

V. 

We start again on the aftemoon*s drive with renewed 
xest. The hostess allows herself the luxury of several 
friendly smiles as the carriages move, and we give her 
farewell and good wishes in return. Umbrellas and 
parasols quicklv up to screen from the sun, and we 
lean rcstfully back, in contented anticipation of the 
remaininiT half of tlu- day's ride. 

At our right, for a while, at the far end of a valley, we 
have a mountain in \\c\\\ whiter than common with 
excess of snow. This i-- the lui/iiitouSy craggy, irregular 
and weird, too far off to be iiiijfo.sing, yet one of the 
highest of the range. It is not an easily accessible 
mountain, nor is it often climbed. There is deemed to 
be something uncanny about it. Its ascent is very 
dangerous, they say. Accidents have occurred there ; 
a strange ill omen, it is believed, invests those ghostly 
snows ; the death«clutch of the BalaUous holds many a 
brave mountaineer. As seen from here, it has an indefina- 
bly spectral, repellent look ; there seems something 
almost hideous in its white and wrinkled cerements. 

The road has now an easy course before it. We are 
but eight miles from the town of Argeles, where wc shall 
be on the floor of the T,avedan vallev : and the down- 
ward slant is slight, t rora Argeles, it will be but ten 
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miles more to Cauterets. The scenery has softened 
greatly ; cliffs and peaks are out of view, and we have 
rounded hills and easy, green, swelling curves and here 
and there a basking village. 

Argel^ is nached sooner than we expected. There is 
nothing to detain us here ; it is a bright town, tidy and 
rather attractive, and we see it and all its inhabitants as 
we drive through. Here the journey from Eaux Bonnes 
to Cauterets over the road we have come, twenty-seven 
miles in all, is often broken for the night ; many travelers 
and all the drivers advise a day and a half for the transit. 
We had seen that it could be as readily made within the 
day, the additional ten miles counting but little in mid- 
afternoon ; and the horses after their long rest at Arrens 
now trot on, fresh and willing as in tlie morning. 

At Argcles we meet the railroad once more. It is the 
Lavedan branch : it has left the main line at Lourdcs, 
and runs southward up ihe valley, passing through 
Argel^s and penetrating as far on the road to Cauterets 
as the town of Pierrefitte. The arrangement is a counter- 
part of the branch from Pau to Laruns. Our road riow 
turns south also, going likewise to Pierrefitte, and run- 
ning mainly parallel with the tracks though at some 
distance away. One could take the train from Argel^s 
to Pierrefitte, and there connect with the diligence ; but 
very little would of course be gained. 

VI. 

We arc now out of Bearn, and have entered the 
ancient ])ro\ ince of Bigorre. In modern terms, we have 
passed from the Department of the Low Tyrcnees to 
that of the High Pyrenees. One watering-place in this 
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Dc[).irtniciit, — Bagncrcs de Bigorre, — which we shall visit 
in its turn, still preserves the old name of the jtrovince. 

This county was not a principality like l?earn ; though 
it had its own governors and government, it belonged to 
France and was held from the king. B^arn would not 
have tolerated a like state of dependence. When our old 
friend Gaston, Count of Foix, was living, the French 
l^ing, grateful to him for previous aid in arms, offered 
him the control of Bigorre. The king " sent Sir Roger 
d'Espaign and a president of the Parliament of Paris, 
with fair letters patent engrossed and sealed, of the king's 
declaration that he gave him the county of Bigorre dur* 
ing his life, but that it was necessary he should become 
liege man and hold it of the crown of France." But the 
higli-sj)iriicd Count of Foix declined. He was ** very 
thankful to the king for this mark of his affection, and 
for the gift of Bigorre, which was unsolicited on his 
part ; but for anything Sir Roger d'Espaign could say 
or do, he would never accept it. He only retained the 
castle of Mauvoisin [on its extreme confines] because 
it' was free land and the castle and its dependencies held 
of none but God.*' 

As France and B^am seldom quarreled, Bigorre should 
have been a peaceful neighbor. But its northerly por- 
tion was held for a long time by an English garrison for 
the Black Prince, and this kept the county in constant 
disturbance. The strong pOSt of the English was the 
town of Lourdes, (anciently Lourde,) eight miks north 
of us. *• Clarrisoned," says one, "by soldiers of fortune 
in the I^nglish pay, part of whose duly and all of whose 
inclination it \\as to harass the adjoining French ]>cs- 
sessions, Lourdes became the wa^p>' nest of the Pyre- 
nees ; whose fierce occupants were constantly buzzing 
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about the rich liivcs of the |)lalns for thirty leagues 
around, and leaving ugly slings behind." 

"These captains/* — hear Froissart, who traveled 
through Bigorre on his way to Bism,^** made many 
excursions into Bigorre, the Toulousain, the Carcasson* 
ois and on the Albigeois ; for the moment they left 
Lourde they were on enemy's ground, which they over- 
ran to a great extent, sometimes thirty leagues from their 
castle. In their march they touched nothing, but on 
their return all things were seized, and sometimes they 
brought with them so many prisoners and stich quanti- 
ties of rattle, they knew not how to dispose of nor lodge 
them." 'I'lius, "these companions in Lourde had the 
satisfaction of overrunning t)ie whole country wherever 
they pleased. Tarbcs, which is situated hard by, was 
kept in great fear and was obliged to enter into a com- 
position with them. On the other side of the river Lisse 
is a goodly enclosed town <:alled Bagneres,* the inhab- 
itants of which had a hard time of it. In short, they 
laid under contribution the whole country, — except the 
territory of the Count de Foix ; but there they dared not 
take a fowl without paying for it, nor hurt any man 
belonging to the count or even any who had his pass- 
port ; for it would have enraged him so much that they 
must have been ruined." 

The count showed less respect for Lourde than 
Lourde for him ; and he even aided the French on one 
o( ( asion !>y a scheme to capture the place and oust 
the intruders. This — it is a cruel story — was when he 
summoned its govcriKjr, his own half-brother, Sir Pierre 
Arnaut, to Orlhcz, under pretense of desiring a visit. Sir 
Pierre was holding Lourde stoutly in fief for the English 

♦Now the (requeuted watering-place, liagiicres de Bigorre. 
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prince, and was in <-onsiderablc doubt al)<)iit i;<iini:, for lie 
kncv his man and luid susjiiciorib ; however, " all ih\ iigcs 
consydred, he sayd lie wolde go, bycausc in no wy^c he 
wolUe displease ihc erle." He lefl ihe castle with his 
brother Jean under strict injunctions, and proceeded to 
Orthez, where he was handsomely received by the count, 
" who with great ioye rcceyued hym, and made hym syt 
at his borde, and shewed hym as great semblant of love 
as he coude.'* 

For the sequel, let us go back for once to an earlier 

translation * of the Chronicles than the one l)cst known. 
The cruel story gains in effect of cruelty from the quaint, 

childlike telling. 

*' The thirde daye after, the Erie (Count) of Foiz sayd 
aloude, yt euery man inii;ht here hym : 

" ' Cosyn Pierre, I sende for you and yc be come ; 
wherefore I comauiule you, ns yc wyll esc hewe my 
displeasure, and by the faiili and lignage thai yc owe 
to mc, that ye ycldc vp the garyson of Lourde into my 
handes.' 

*'Whaik the knyght herde these wordes, he was sore 
abasshed, and studyed a lytell, remembringe what aun- 
swere he might make, for he sawe well the erle spake in 
good faithe ; howebeit, all thynges consydred, he sayd : 

" ' Sir, true it is, I owne to you fay the and homage, 
for I am a poore knyght of your blode and of your 
countrey; but as for the castell of Lourde, I wyll nat 
delyuer it to you ; ye have sent for me to do with me as 
ye lyst ; I holde it of the Kyng of Englande ; he sette 
roe there ; and to none other lyueng wyll 1 delyuer it.' 

♦ The translation made in 1523 l>y John Rour. liit r, I x>rd Bemert, «t 
the rf<]ti'st .f iieTir v \ [II. The one I have el^where quoted from 
is that ut 1 huma^ Juhneai. 
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" When the Erie of Foiz herdc that answcre, liis blode 
chafed for yre, and sayd, drawyng out his daggnr : 

"*A treator ! sayest thou nny? My my heed, thou 
hast nat sayd that for nought,' — and so thcrw iih strake 
the knight that he wounded hym in fyue (5vc) places, 
and there was no koyght nor barone yt durst steppe 
bytwene them. 

" Than the knyght sayd : 

*' * Ah, sir, ye do me no gentylnesse to sende for me 
and slee me ! * 

"And yet, for all the strokes that he had sv'ah the 
daggar, therle (the earl) comaiuled to cast him in prison, 
downe into a depe dyke ; and so he was, and ther dyed, 
for his wQundes were but yuell (ill) loked vnto." 

It is a satisfaction to record that (laston gained noth- 
ing by his dastardly act. Pierre's brcjthcr, Sir Jean, 
stood to his post in Lourde as stoutly as Pierre had 
done ; and the count did not obtain the fortress. In 
fact he does not seem even to have pursued his attempt 
upon .it farther. He doubtless thought he had done 
enough to clinch Lourde's respect for his pugnacity. 

It was in return for this well-meant assistance that the 
French king offered Gaston the whole of Bigorre, Lourde 
and all, which he so politely declined. He was shrewd 
as well as high-spirited ; he was not covetous for the gar- 
den if the wasps* nest remained undemolished. So Sir 
Jcanaiul his robber band bu/zed merrily on in theircastle. 

(nir chronicler naturally asks his informant ; 
' Dyde this Jean neuer after go to se the Erie of 
Foiz?' 

"He answered and sayd: ' Sithe Uic dcthe of his 
brother, he neuer came there ; but other of liis company 
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hath been often with the erle, — as Peter Danchyn, Ernal* 
ton of Restue. Ernalton of Saynt Colonu', and other.* 

" * Sir,' quod I, ' hath the Eric of Foiz made any 
atnendes for the dethe of that knight or sorie for his 
dethe?* 

** * Yes, truely, sir,' quod he, ' he was right sorie for 
his dethe ; but as for amendes, I knowe of none, without 
it be by secrete penauce, masses of prayers ; he hatfae 
with hym the same knighte's sonne, called Johan of 
Byerne, a gracyous squyer, and the erle loueth hym right 
well.' " 

VII. 

Lourdes itself can be shortly reached by rail, here 
from Argel^s, or from Pan. It would undoubtedly de« 
serve the visit. Besides its robber reminiscences, it has 
developed another and contrasting specialty : it has be- 
come one of the most famous places of religious pilgrim- 
age in Europe. Thirty years ago it was made the scene 
of a noted " miracle." At a grotto near the town, the 
Virgin appeared several times in person to an ardent 
peasant-girl ; caused a healing spring to burst from the 
rock, and stipulated for a church. The girl published 
the miracle ; its repute instantly spread far nnd wide, 
and the bisho]> of Tarbes, after examination, publicly 
declared it authentic,* Since that time, devotees throng 
the town annually ; Murray states that one hundred and 
fifty thousand persons visited the scene in the six months 
following the apparition. The character of the place 

♦ "XoHs ju^ams quf i'immMuU'i; MarU\ m}re tit- Dicu, a ralU- 
ment apparu h BemadofU SnMrous, k It F/tfrier, iSsS^ et J9ur» 

suiiHints, au nombre tie dix-kuit fois, dans In grotte de M<usahu-IU, 
prh III vitU f.t'ttriU f ; qtu tctte tippuriiion rex'cl tons 'ts ^unu^tS 
de la verity el que les ^ilet sonl Jottd^s k la crvire iertatne,'* 
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has been transformed ; a tide of enthusiastic pilgrimage 
has swept over it like a whirlwind ; everything in and 
about the city has taken the garb of this religious fervor. 
The grotto is lined with crutches cast away by the cured ; 
the church is built, and is rich with votive offerings; 
every house lodges the shifting comers, a thousand 
boot lis sell souvenirs of piety ; and, — last impressive 
mingling of mercantile and miraculous, — the waters are 
regularly bottled and shipped for sale to all parts of the 
world ! 

The castle still stands, on a pointed hill above the 
town. Its founding goes back far beyond the days of 
its thieving Engii.sh garrison ; the Saracens one e swarmed 
into it long before, flying before Charles the ll unnicr ; 
and there is another storv about it in this connection, as 
related by Inglis, which ends more hap^jily than that of 
its murdered governor. Charlemagne, some years after 
the Saracens captured it, laid siege to recover it ; sur- 
render grew inevitable ; but its Moorish commander, 
Mirat, though an infidel, was, for his nobility of charac- 
ter, in special favor with the Virgin,— Notre Dame de 
Puy.* In this extremity, she sent to him an eagle bear- 
ing in its beak a live fish ; and Mirat promptly sent it to 
Charlemagne, to show his heavenly succor. The king, 
knowing that there was no jtossihle fishing on the castle 
hill, percci\'ed that it wa-- a miracle : and lessening his 
rigor in tlie face of this si^n, pitiposcd less hard terms : 
the Moors were allowed to dcjiart in safety. Mirat on his 
l>art agreed to be converted and become a good Catho- 
lic, and the castle was formally surrendered not to 
Charlemagne but to Notre Dame de Puy. 

• Puy — St. Pe — i> a shrine near Lourdes. 
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Vill. 

But meanwhile we are moving toward Cauterets, not 
toward Lourdes. This part of the Lavedan valley is 
known as the '* Eden of ArgelJs." It cxjKinds about iis 
in long, delicious levels ; occasional eminences wrinkle 
its even lines ; and the hills roll up from eac h side, 
rounded and gentle and often cultivated to their tops. 
Squares of yellow maize-fields chequer them, alternating 
with darker patches of pasture or orchard, while along 
the wide centre run the rails and the high-road, and the 
new Gave, fresh from Gavamie and the Lac de Gaube, 
— new, yet an old friend, for it flows forth by way of 
Lourdes on to the Chflteau of Pau. Walnut, lime and fig 
trees, twisted with vines, stand near its borders or about 
the chalets and hamlets on the slopes. Women and men 
are at work over in the fields, and often pause to look at 
our distant carriages and bow a response to our wavings 
of greeting ; while on the road itself, here mneh traveled, 
we meet teams and ox-carts and a carriage or two with 
travelers coming from (\autercts. 

Up on a bhiff at the right is an old building : it is the 
abbey of Saint Savin, some of who^e stones also could 
tell us of Charlemagne and perhaps of young Crassus. 
Farther on, we see, on an opposite slope across the val- 
ley, other ruins : a castle ; an old tower ; and higher 
still an ancient chapel of the Virgin, cared for to this 
day, it is said, as in the time of earlier travelers, by the 
trio of aged women voluntarily pledged to its guardian- 
ship and to solitude. Their number remains always the 
same ; upon the death of one, the remaining two make 
choice of a third to fill her place. It has been thus from 
unknown periods. Thither repair the women of the 
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valley, on days < onsecrated to ihe Virgin, to pay their 
devotions at this lonely shrine. 

Thus togetlicr, j>cace and war, liolincs.s and crime, 
have dominated this fair region ; and with these shivered 
fortalices and ancient cloisters actuatljr before us, their 
past seems nearer to possibility. Their relics, attesting 
the days of feudalism, seem to mourn its departure ; the 
old order has indeed changed and yielded place to new. 

** It was sweet here to be a monk ! *' writes Taine, in 
his warm sympathy with the sjiirit of this valley ; " it is 
in such places that the Imitation should be read ; in such 
places was it written. For a sensitive and noble nature, 
a convent was then the sole refuge ; all around wounded 
and repelled it. 

" Around, what a horrible world ! Brigand lords who 
])lunder travelers and butc her each other ; artisans and 
soldier.^ wlio stuff themselves wiili meat and yoke them- 
selves together like brutes ; peasants whose huts they 
burn, .... who out of despair and hunger slip 
away to tumult. No remembrance of good, nor hope of 
better. How sweet it is to renounce action, company, 
speech, to hide one's self, forget outside things, and to 
listen in security and solitude to the divine voices that, 
like collected springs, murmur peacefully in the depths 
of the heart ! " 

Farther on still, on another eyrie, is a ruined monas- 
tery, St. Orens. This saint came to the Pyrenees from 
Sjiain at an enrly age. and founded this retreat. lo\ ing 
solitude and meditation and austere living. His jjieiy 
made him widely revered. He long refused the offered 
archbishopric of Aiirh ; till, doubting his duty in this, 
he prayed to God lor a sign. He was directed to plant 
a sapling in the earth, and it instantly bloomed into 
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leaves and blossoms ; whereupon the hermit wisely in- 
ferred that life was designed to bear fruit, not to wither 

itself away. 

Montgomery, Queen Jeanne's ruffian Protestant gen- 
eral, tore through this Catholic valley in 1569, with his 
devastating mercenaries. It recovered heart, flowered 
afresh, and was swept again by enemies from a neigh- 
boring province. Often a winter storm will expose bed- 
rock throughout precious roods of sloping harvest-land, 
and the farmer must carry up from the vaHey many 
painful baskets of soil to replace the loss. So that, 
though it smiles so happily in this afternoon warmth, 
there have been serpents in this Eden, — serpents of want 
and of suffering ; and judging by the faces of the people, 
all have not yet been scotched. 

But we are at Pierrefitte, It is five o'clock in the 
afternoon, and the innkeeper is rejoiced to find that we 
are thirsty. 

IX. 

Pierrefitte ends the branch railway from Lourdes. as 
LaruQS ended that from Pau. In fact, it is all strikingly 
like Lanins. A similarly uncompromising mountain, the 
ViucSf 7000 feet high, walls up the valley behind it, and 
here again the carriage^roads divide, one going up the 
gorge on the right to Cauterets, the other up that on the 
left to Luz and Gavarnie. The broad Argeles vale has 
been fittingly described as but the vestibule to the wild 
dwelling of the clouds, and Pierrefitte \V.r 'n c^inning- 
point for the narrow stair-flights which lead up to the 
interior. 

As at Laruns, we are now tf) take the road to the right, 
at a later day returuing to take the other. The Route 
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Thcrinale goes on up the latter, passing through south- 
east to Luz, and then stretching eastward again to 
Jiareges and over successive cols to Bigorre and Luchon. 
This we arc progressively to follow in its entirety. 

The train has come in, here at Pierrelitte, and the di1t< 
gence for Cauterets is just leaving, attended by a wagon- 
load of trunks. Horses and travelers refreshed, we soon 
move after it, and rising from the valley by half an hour's 
steep zigzags upward and forward, we pass the great 
yellow vehicle as it is entering the defile. Looking back, 
we have one brilliant view of the wide Eden of Argeles, 
and pass from light into twilight. 

The road to Cauterets is a dui»]ir.itc of that to Kaux 
Chaudcs. PossiMs- the s(-cncry is a irille more impres- 
sive. \\'c hnvf the straight-clilted gorge, witii tlie torrent 
at as bottom and the road buttre<;«;ed out or cut into the 
ledge ; the turns in the ra\ ine as wc pull steadily higher, 
the bare .^late and limestone [>recipices, the ingiier i)caks. 
At times there is only width for the road and the torrent 
beneath, and the torrent seems uncomfortably crowded 
at that. The road does not allow itself to be crowded. 
It is hard and wide as always, and lavishly decorated 
with kilometre-stones. The stream is crossed, back and 
forth ; the air has grown quickly cooler, and sunshades 
need no longer shut off the full view. "Upon nearing 
Cauterets. the carriage-way would seem as though it had 
grown phrensicd from the mountainous opposition, for it 
curls and writhes and overcomes the (lifficultics on!y l^y 
the most desperate exertions ; and at one sjiot, in its 
effort to rompiss a barrier of rock, it actually recoils 
within halt'-a-do/en yards of its former path," Through- 
out, however, the same e i>\, im[iertu r! Mhle gradient 
is preserved. The old roatl was greatly rougher and 



Digitized by Goo^^Ic 



OVER THE HIGHWAY OF THE HOT SPRINGS. 



211 



steeper ; four lior^es and three pairs of oxen, it is said, 
were once rcMiinrcci to drag uji each carriage. 

Finally the valley w idens slightly, and rather suddenly 
ojiens uul ui)on an incline. At its farther end is a white- 
crcbtcd mountain, and below nestles the mountain resort 
of Cauterets, six miles in from I'ierrefitte. 

It is seven o'clock, as our wheels strike the stones of 
the pavement. We drive into the main street, pass 
through a neat, irregular little plaza, and, some distance 
beyond, turn to the right from a larger square, toward the 
Hotel Continental. The town is wailing for the dili- 
gence, and shopkeepers are at their doors, guides and 
touters and loungers and visitors in the streets, all 
expectant for the daily gust of arrival. The lamps are 
just twinkling out, against the dusk, and the general im- 
pression, — often a Icng determinant of like or dislike, — 
is of an animated and welcoming .scene. The hotel 
proves to be nearly on the scale of the (lassion, and 
other ctiually pretentious ones have been passed in 
approaching it. We drive under the high entrance-way 
and into its great court, with the flourishes dear to the 
drivers* hearts; and the long and varying ubleau of the 
day's ride is over. 



CHAPTER XII. 



MIRRORS AND MOUNTAINS. 

" All a!on<^ the valley, stream that fla«;hest white, 

Deepening thy voice with the dcci>cning of the night." 

^^Tknnvson's Camtereit. 

Cautcrets confirms its first good impressions. The 
next day proves cloudy and foggy, and we spend it 

lazily, re-reading and answering letters, or wandering 
about the town, nbsorbini^ its streets and shops. The 
season is fairly afloat, and all sail is set. At the angle of 
two thoroughtarcs, a stretch of ground has l>ccn l>rushed 
together for a park or promenade, and this, sprinkled 
with low, llai-iupped trees and a band-stand, naturally 
attracts us first. Booths and cafes and nicknack stalls 
reach around its sides, and across from us stands a fine 
official-looking structure of marble, which we learn is the 
Thermal Establishment. We ntroll toward this, through 
the groups of promenaders, run the gauntlet of the 
booths, inspecting hopelessly their catchpenny wares and 
games, and find ourselves before it. It is well placed, 
and architecturally effective. To judge from the goodly 
patronage, it is pathologically effective as well. Within, 
the largo, till (! hall conducts right and left to wings con- 
taining rows of white-tiled bath-npartnicnts and two full- 
sized swimming-rooms. An imposing marble stairway 
leads upward to rL-ulmg, billiard and gaming apart- 
ments, cafe and restaurant and a ihe;nre-hall. Evidently 
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the Thermal Establishment is the pivot of Cauterets. 
The serious use of these waters is carried to a science. 
You can be steamed, suffused, sprayed, sponged, show- 
ered, submerged or soaked. You can seek health from a 

teaspoon or a tub. M.nke choice, and buy a season 
ticket. Rather, the attendant physicians make the 
choice, for all is by rule here and no one moistens lip 

or finger without due prescription. 

These sjirings are celebrated anionL; French doctors. 
The systems ot" treatment are kept abreast oi all modern 
theories. The waters are suljiluireous, very hot, and 
abundant. They serve in throat and stomach troubles 
and for a wide range of ailments *' where there is indi* 
cated a powerfully alterative and stimulating treat* 
ment." 

We ramble back across the esplanade and out into 
the streets. The stores^ always friendly in their hostile 
designs, conspire to be especially attractive in Cauterets. 
We waste much time — from a masculine standpoint— 
in an enticing lace store, where really fine Spanish net- 
tings are i)urchased at tempting prices. They sell too, 
in Cauterets, the woolly stuffs called Bareges crape, 
marvelously dclic ate in texture, woven in various tints for 
mufflers and capes and shoulder-wraps. I' lrther uj) the 
street, we are allured during the forenoon into buying a 
woollen berret or two, and scarlet sashes, the badge of 
the country, for to-morrow's mountain excursion ; and 
yield in the plaza to the fascination of barley-sugar 
candy and toothsome cakes of Spanish chocolate. But 
all entreaties to buy young Pyrenean dogs warranted 
bred in the region, are manfully resisted. 

We invest too in a strange variety of umbrella, which 
can be folded into wondrously small compass and put into 
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the pocket or the traveling-bag, — invest in it after a 
long struggle of rates, wherein each side gains the satis- 
faction of victory by a compromise. The eagerness of 
the Frenchy vendor, — his dramatic acting-out of the um- 
brella's workings, — ^his voluble deprecation of a possible 
lower price, and his gradual sliding down from his end 
of the scale as we rise in it from ours, — ^these accessories 
fully double the zest of the transaction for both. One 
must be wary and alert to properly enjoy European 
shopping ; but if one is thus prepared, it can be made 
to furnish very solid enjoyment indeed. " As a rule," as 
the genial author of Sh'/r/hs in (he South of France ob- 
serves, " the British purchaser must offer one half the 
price asked. Everybody does it, and it is in no way 
offensive, because the sum has been pre-arranged accord- 
ingly. The Brilibh costume springs the market at least 
ten per cent, bad French ten more, and an apparent 
ignorance of both market and language cannot be let off 
at less than thirty or forty. Expostulation is useless, 
even when convenient; the torrent of /M^xf/We," *' /«• 
treyaNe^" " que e*est g^l^ " ravissant,** ** beMt,* would 
drown any opposition. The only chance is to be deaf 
to argument, dumb to solicitations, to place the sum pro- 
posed before the merchant, and if it be not accepted, 
retire in dignified silence. Ten to one you will be fol- 
lowed and a fresh assault commenced ; be resolute, and 
the same odds you get your bargain." 

Variety marks the stores not only, but the streets and 
saunterers. All these Pvrcnean resorts put on the 
motley. There is of course the substratum of plainly- 
garhed humanity ; but as at Eaux Bonnes, it is set oflf 
with scarlet-coated guides, Spaniards in deep-colored 
mantles, peasant women with red capulets or bright- 
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hued shouldcr-wear, and the satin finish of fashion in 
its passing carriages. Hucksters arc pleading their 
varied wares in the pkiza, and here and there a shovel- 
hatted priest is given reverential right of way. We meet 
scarcely an English face, however, and of our own 
travel-loving countrymen none at all. At noon the 
band plays in the music pavilion, and by degrees the 
idle world drifts in that direction. The round caf^-tables 
under the trees gradually sort out their little coteries, 
and white-aproncd gentry skate al)out with liqueur- 
bottles, clinking glass beer-mugs, baskets of rolls, and 
the inevitable long-li.mdlcd tin coffcc-pof;. The out- 
door scene tempts us more than a hotel luncheon; 
we cast in our lot wiili an alcrt-eyed waiter, and the 
syru[>s and chocolate he brings are doubly sweetened 
with the strains of Martha. 

II. 

Here is an old letter ( oncerning these waters, which 
brings the dead back in llesh and blood. It leaves its 
writer before us in vivid jircsence, a wuaianly reality. 
It is Marguerite of Angoul^me* who writes it, — ^the 
thoughtful, high-souled queen of B6arn-Navarre» whose 
daughter was afterward mother of Henry IV. She is at 
PaUy and is sending word about her husband's health to 
her brother, Francis I of France. 

" Though this mild spring air," she tells him, "ought 
to benefit the King of Navarre, he still feels the effects 

* Maiguerite of Angoulime is often, even by historians, designated 
as Mafgocrite of Valois. It is better to preserve the distinction in 
the names ^^.'lrc;^ue^ite of Angoulc:ne was the wife of Henry II of 
Navarre ; the name Marguerite of N'alois more properly designates 
the wife (known also as Margot) of Henry IV', their graniLiun. 
lO 
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of the fall he met with. The doctors have ordered him 
to spend the month of May at the Baths of Caulderets, 

where wonderful things are happening every day. 

** I am thinking of going with him," she adds, — how 
domestic and personal these little royal plannings seem, 
— " after the quiet of Lent, so as to keep him amused 
and look alter lum and help him with his affairs ; for 
when one is away for his health at the baths, be ought 
to live like a child, without a care."* 

Hither they came accordingly, and the court with 
them. How royalty put up with the then primitive 
accommodations is not recorded ; standards of comfort, 
if not of lavishness, were lower then. Here, surrounded 
by her maids of honor. Marguerite passed the pleasant 
days of the king's convalescence and wrote many of her 
Contes in the long summer afternoons upon the hillsides. 

Rabelais used to come to Cauterets, and one of the 
springs is said to be named from a visit of Caesar's. 
Eaux Chandcs and Kaux Bonnes have had eclipses of 
popularity, but Cautcrcts ha'; always been in vogue. It 
was not always luxurious, linwiver. Invalids were 
brought here hy rough litters or uti the backs of guides 
or horses. A monk and a physician lived near the bath- 
ciiclosurc, and narrow cabins ur huts, roofed with slate, 
were let out to the sick and their attendants. How 
greatly the dignified Marguerite and her war-bred hus- 

* ** Em«r<s^¥e Vair thauU de cefayt devriit^fder au royde Navarre^ 

il tu Uussf fas de se rcsuntir de la chntte qwlil prist ; fuir U conscil J^s 
fnAftrt'ns a re wars may .fV// va mcttre aux Baini^s de CauUifrcts, oit 
il se Joit tous Us j^urs des (hoses merveilUuses. jfe me deslibh^-, afris 
m'estre repousA ce carcsme^ d*alltr avetqucs luy, pour le garder 
d^ennuy et feirc pour itry set affaires / ear ktnt que Van est awe 
iaiuffSf il fault vizve eamme ung enfant^ saus nul sauey" 
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band would marvel, if they could walk with us to«day 
from the Thermal Establishment, across the park and 
through the streets and squares, — to pause from their 
astonishment in the polished and gilt-mirrored drawing* 
room of the Hotel Continental ! . 

nr. 

There are walks and iiromt-nades and mountain nooks 
in all directions from the town, but the afternoon grows 
misiy and wc do not explore them. The Gave running 
noisily on, hard by, has its stiller moments, up the 
valley, and the trout-fishing is reputed rather remarka- 
ble. In fact, one ardent angler who came here is said 
to have complained of two drawbacks : first, that the fish 
were so provokingly numerous as to ensure a nibble at 
every cast ; and second, that they were so simple-minded 
and untactical that every nibble proved a take. 

Besides affording tliese milder joys, Cauterets is a 
centre for larger excursions. There are three especially 
noted. The first and finest is the trip to the Lac Je 
Gauhe, a high niountain tarn at the very foot of the 
Vignemale. This we plan in prospect fur to-morrow. 
It is four hours away by a bridic-path, passing on the 
way several much-admired mountain cataracts. The 
second excursion i> by the foot- pass over a sliouhk r of the 
Viscos to Luz, a counterpart of the path over ihc Gourzy 
from Eaux Chaudes to Eaux Bonnes. As we purpose 
going to Lu« by carriage, passing down to Pierrefitte 
and so up the other side of the V, we strike the Viscos 
from the list of necessaries. The third is the ascent of 
the M^nni^ the mountain overhanging Cauterets and 
9000 feet above the sea ; reported as long but not diffi- 
cult and as giving a repaying view. But there is a moun- 
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tain near Luz, the Btrgonz^ from which the view is held 
equally fine, and it is, we learn, simpler of ascent ; there is 
even a bridle-i>:itli to the summit. Since we are to goto 
\a\7 , wc decide for the Bergon/. and so cancel th? Monne. 

Cauierets micrht Ix- likened to St. Moritz in the Enga- 
dinc. It has hd lakes so close at hand, but in its springs 
and haiiis, in ii.s fashion and in its gL-neral location, a fair 
parallel is offered. Some of ilie important peaks of the 
range, Mont Perdu and the Vignemale, for example, are 
near us here though invisible from the town, as is the 
Bemina chain from St. Moritz. The Monn^ will stand 
for the Ptz Languard. In hotels, Cauterets is hardly 
outgeneraled even by St. Moritz, though in expensive- 
ness they will yield gracefully to the Engadine. The 
Hotel Continental, we find, has rather a pathetic story. 
It was built by a widow who had been left rich, — ^built 
only a few years ago, as a hobby, it would seem, and 
with little <:are for cost or jtidicious in\estmcnt. It 
represented nearly three hundrt-d thousand dollars, was 
extravag.nntly run, and lost money from the beginning. 
She also luult a great cafe and n^u^ic-hall acro>s the 
street from ihe hotel, and the losses of the two together 
swelled in the end to an unbearable burden. Her fortune 
was si)onged up, to the last franc ; the property was 
bought in by a stock*com|)any, and its unfortunate 
projector is now, we are told, in a charitable institution 
at Bordeaux. One hardly wonders at the result, in 
admiring the hotel. Its patronage may be large and 
ri< h, but no mere summer season,— At least without 
the English and Americans, — could recoup the interest 
on its costly outlay. The Gassion at Pau is profitable if 
at all because its yearly season is three times longer than 
this at Cauterets. 
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There is an evening conjuring performance at a cafe 
in the town, and some of us desert the ladies and enter 
its chaos of mirrors and tobacco smoke. The prestidig- 
itator, a nervous, restive Frenchman with an astonishing 
rapidity of tongue, stands near _^ , . 

the centre of the room and 
juggles and struggles with hats 
and rings and eggs and his 
own overmastering fluency. 
Now he will dart across the 
floor to borrow a listener's 
handkerchief ; now he assaults 
our corner with the plea that wc verify a 
card ; later the hat is passed for the harvest. 
It is an interesting scene, Europenn to the 
core ; the men about tlie tables sip and k' , 
intent on the jjerformance or on their domi- 
noes, grave and contcmjilatiN c, finding uniformly in this 
contented cafc-lifc the needful fmis of the day. 




IV. 

The son renews his acquaintance, the next morning, 
with Cauterets, as we start for the Lac de Gaube. It is 
the Fourth of July ; the hotel manager has good-natured- 
ly procured some fire-crackers for the small boy of 
the party, and thus our national devotions are duly ])aid 
and we are shrived for the day. Carriages can b<* taken 
for part of the way toward the Lac ; it is good policy, so 
saddle-horses for the ladies are sent on to wait for us at 
the point where the road ends and the bridal-path I)egins. 

The first mile in the roail is i)erhaps the most fre- 
quented bit in the ryrences ; it is the route to a second 
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1 uge spring-house known as the Raillire^ whic h is even 
more sought than the one in tlie town. We find tlic w ay- 
side everything but dull. Omnibuses meet us frequently, 
wealthier drinkers pass in light carriages, while many, 
going or coining, are enjoying the journey on foot. Each 
is armed with his or her individtial drink ing-cup, worn 
by a strap over the shoulder like field-glasses. The road 
is somewhat shadeless, and at noon will be hot ; but this 
is an early-morning route. These are sunrise waters. 
Such is the tuin or the wont. The faithful even work 
up n mild daily rivalry in early waking. This may aid to 
make them healthy ; improbably, wealthy ; but it docs 
not show them to be wise. Time is always qtioted under 
par at a summer report ; why should the idlers heetliessly 
load up with t<io mucli ot the stock ? These people have 
come out i»ere, many ot them, at siv and seven o clock, 
a few even earlier ; they have sipped their modicum of 
sulphur and scandal, have prolonged the event as fully 
as possible, and must now ripple irregularly back toward 
the town, objectless entirely until the noon music and 
the atoning siesta. 

The building itself, a large, prominent structure, stands 
out on the slope of a sterile mountain side, the road 
sweeping up to its level in a long, elliptic curve. We 
find much people here congreL^ate l, and omnibuses and 
footfarers arc still arriving and departing. Among the 
throng are three veritable Capuchin monks, thickly 
weighted with enfolding hoods and i)ro\vn woolen 
gowns, the latter heavy and long and girdled at the 
waist,— a light, airy costume for a warm day. (^ur 
drivers stop lu re wlule one of them repairs a brcjken 
strap, and we contentedly watch and sjjecidaie upon the 
assemblage. 
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Three other sinallcr sprlng-cstablis.luncnL'* arc passed 
in lurn, tartlicr up the valley. Each has its specialty 
and its limited but believing clienlMe. Then the road 
becomes solitary, anu ephemeral humanity is left behind. 
Soon the slov, even strain of the horses tells of stiffer 
work than along the 'asy inclines nearer the Raill^re. 
The Gave comes jumping downward more and more 
hurriedly, and presently its restless mutterings deepen 
into a dull growl, which grows louder. It rises by 
degrees to a roar, the road makes a last energetic bend, 
— and we are looking down upon the famed Cerhct cas- 
cade. It is a broad rush of the stream, thundering 
beneath the bridge ; there is nn tinexpected body to the 
fall : the massed water bounds down a double ledge, 
and swirls angrily away down tlie gorge. The scene is 
strikingly set, with slip|)ery rocks and dark-grccn box 
bordering the torrent, and the cliffs rising sharply 
around, naked and bony or furred with box and 
pine. This is the favorite short drive from Cauterets. 
Pedestrians seek it, as well. The Cerizet holds the 
charm of its wildness alike for the idler and the lover of 
nature. 

Here the road ends, in a confined level across the 
bridge. At the bend above stand a rough shanty and a 
shed, and near by our waiting saddle-horses are unob- 

trnsively browsing. Drivers and carriages now leave us 
and turn bark, and the guide helps us to roll wraps and 
coats into cylinder-form and straps iheni snugly behind 
the saddles. The shanty is not too primitive to vend 
refreshing drinks, and the ancient Frenchman in the 
doorway vainly lures us to lemonade and sour wine. 
The guide hands out sticks for those of us who walk, 
swings the camera strap over his shoulder, and we all 
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wave a friendly hand to the old mountain-tavcrncr, who 
grins a forgiving au revoir. 

We strike at once into the thicket. There is only the 
footway to pierce it, crooked and steep and stony from 
the start. 

■' 'I lie winding vale now narrows on the view," 

and the crowding trees at times shut out all sight of the 
cliffs opposite and above, tliough we always hear the 
noise of the torrent. The sun can rarely find the path, 
which is damp and at places nuiddy. The slant of the 
gorge lias grown sleejicr, and when we come to breaks 
in the forest, we f;ee the water tearing down toward us 
along its broken trough in increasing contortions, often 
in great flying leaps. No path could hold this incline 
directly, and this one gracefully yields and adopts the 
usual expedient, ricochetting upward in short, incessant 
lacings, tracing up in the main the run of the Gave, but 
often diverted, zigzagging, always mounting, quadrupling 
the distance while it quarters the angle. 

Two other cascades are passed. The horses, used to 
the work, strain forward uncomplainingly, the guide 
leading the foremost ; they toil (juietly along the easier 
spots, but tug themselves rapidly, almo<;t ronvnlsively, 
vip over the hard ones. The jolting, pitching motion is 
severe and somewliat trying ; and at intervals the ladies 
dismount and join us in walking, — relieving the effort of 
rest with the rest of effort. 

An hour or less of this, and then another roar presages 
another cataract, and soon we emerge upon the scene. 
This is the d*£spagne^ a bridge of long logs stretch- 
ing across the torrent at the spot where two streams 
unite and throw themselves together into the hollow. 
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twenty-eight or thirty feet below. We pause on the 
rough bridge and gaze down at the plunging water and 
foam and upward at our surroundings. The entire 
picture, framed in by the sharp blackness of the pines 
and the broken escarpments of cliff and mountain, has 
been well compared to a scene in Norway. 

.\t the other side of tlie bridge stand another slianty 
and another shed ; also another refresliineiit-vendf;r. A 
cool beverage has an attraclioii now whii li it had not 
earned an hour ago, and we feel thai a breathing-spell 
will not be wasted. 

Here paths unite as well as streams. We have been 
Hearing the Spanish frontier-line again, and the trail fol- 
lowing the right-hand stream would lead up toward its 
source and pass on over the crest of the mountain down 
to the Spanish baths of Panticosa, as did the path from 
Gabas in the ( ^ n valley. The top of the pass is three 
hours away, and the view, it is said, is very extensive. 
These passes over the main chain are known as ports^ as 
those over its branches are called cols. They are gen- 
erally simple notches in the dividing ridges, massive l)ut 
narrow, and the winds blow through them at a gallop. 
In a storm uf in winter the danger is extreme. The 
Basipies and I'yrcneans liave a ^>ayi^g thai "he who has 
not been on the sea or in the port during a storm knows 
not the power of God.*' 

The path following the leftward stream leads to the 
de Gaube, two miles farther on, and is the one we 
now take. The way continues much the same as before, 
but the trees become sparser and the outlook wider and 
more desolate as we ascend. 

Our guide is a sunburnt, athletic Frenchman of middle 

age, noticeable so far chiefly for his huge grey mus- 
10* 
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tachios and for his silence. He has been willitig but 
laconic, — taciturn, in fact. But I have frii sure he has a 
"glib " side. Can I find it ? The stillest of men arc HiicnL 
on their loved topic s ; there is some key to unlock every 
one's reserve. Can 1 hit upon ilie key to his ? Which of 
possible interests in common will bring us into talk ? 

I am abead with him now, in front of the horses, 
stepping up the crooking staircase of stones, sounding 
him on the weather and the way. Unexpectedly the key 
is hit upon. A chance comparison I make of a view in 
the Alps lights up the old fellow's face, and when I 
happen to mention an exploit of Whympcr, his tongue is 
loosed. It is not merely a name to him, — this of Edward 
Whymper, scaler of mountains, the first to stand on the 
summit of the Mattcrhorn, one of the three who de- 
scended it alive out of that fated party of seven. This 
man knows him, he tells me joyously ; he has been his 
cjuide here in the Pvrenecs. Tt was many \ ears back ; 
he does not recall the year. It i.s evidently his proudest 
recollection, and he is more than willing to talk of it. 
In fact, I am as interested as he ; for the pages of my 
copy of Whymper's SeramUfs amfing the Alps have been 
very often turned. 

Whymper came here, it seems, with his usual desire to 
conquer, and the guide tells me of some of the peaks 
they stormed together. The more familiar giants, the 
Vignemale, Mont Perdu and others, were climbed as a 
matter of course. Their ardor was greatest, however, in 
assaulting some uncaptured summit ; and several such 
fell before tlu ir concpiering attack. Monsieur Wheem- 
pair, the guide goes on, was fres intrepide" \ not stout, 
but firmly ( ompactcd, lithe and very active, and he ne\ er 
asked a hand. "He toid me," adds my companion, 



Digitized by Goo^^lc 



MIRRORS AND MOUNTAINS 



227 



"that some time we would go to the Alps together;" 
and the man turns to me as we work onward, and 
questions me about those mountains. That is his am- 
bition now, — to visit Switzerland and the rivals of his 
Mont I'erdu and Maladetta. 

I tell him, too, something of the greater peaks his hero 
has subsequently rendered subject among the Andes, — 
Chimborazo, Antisana and others ; of his passing twen> 
ty-six consecutive hours encamped with his guides on 
the summit of Cotopaxi ; of the difficulties of route and 
dangers of weather he everywhere experienced. The 
guide had heard that Whvmiier had been in the Andes, 
but knew no details of his doings nor of the heights and 
nature of the mountains. He greedily adds these new 
facts to his collection of Whymperiana. 

1 hese guides make little, lo be sure, they spend 
little. Probably they want for little, as well. Living is 
knv, and the Frenchman is thriftv. Yet a iruide's oc- 
cupaiion is particularly uncertain ; there are long gaps 
of enforced idleness even in the season, .md wages of 
seven or eight francs a day when he is employed are not 
only little enough at best, considering the toil and 
occasional danger, but must be averaged down to cover 
the unoccupied days besides. For ascents among the 
greater peaks the pay is better, but they are much less 
frequent. My friend of the mustachios lives in Cau- 
terets, he tells me, during the season ; he has a family; 
in winter he can work at logging and wood-hauling, in 
summer he e.irns most as a gnirlc. Many persons too 
come to hunt, not to rlinib, and sportsmen arc always 
liberal ; but the hunting is growing j^oor ; the bouquctin 
>-> extinct, the bear is almost gone, the woll is a coward ; 
of large game, only the izard remains. 
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V. 

Meanwhile, we have all been clambering up the path- 
way, calling out at points of view, expecting at each rise 
to see the lake in the level above. At length, a short 
hour from the Pont d'Espagne, we press up the last 
curve, conu' out suddenly upon a plateau, and the lonely 
basin of the Lac de G.iubc is before us. 

Just alu-ad is the low-roofcd house built at the side of 
the lake for the purposes of a restaurant ; and we enter, 
to unroll the wraps and make some important stipulations 
regarding trout and a soufflet. Though the lake is not 
even with the snow-level, the cool air makes a light over- 
coat most acceptable after the warm morning climb. 
Then we hurry out to see our surroundings. 

The great Vignemale, the central feature in the 
picture, at first disappoints us. This, the fourth in 
height of Pyrenees mountains, confronts one squarely 
* from across the lake, effectively framed between two 
barren slopes, — the highest of its triple peaks somewhat 
hidden by the hill on the right. But the giant does not 
seem to tower in the least, and af>pears from this spot 
little rl^e than a huge but disjointed mass of rock and 
glacici s, in the latter of which the Vignemale abounds. 
The view improves, a few yards on around the lake. 
But it requires an effort to believe that of those 

'* three mountain tops. 
Three silent pinnacles of age«l snow," 

the loftiest is ten thousand, eight hundred and twenty 
feet above the sea : it \s still harder to grant that its 
knobby tips are a full nulc in perpendicular heigiu above 
us at the Lac de Gaubc. It is only by degrees that the 
distant form seems to grow and mount, as we come to 
realize its true dimensions. 
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This mountain wa$ never ascended until 1834, when 
two guides from a neighboring valley, Cantouz and 
Guilhembert by name, finally mastered it. The ascent 
was marked by a signal exhibition of pluck. The men 
had attained, after perilous work, the large glacier of 
Ossoue. They were traversing it, toilsomely and care- 
fully, when an icc-briil;4e gave way beneath them and 
])lungcd them both inlu the dei)lhs of a crevasse. They 
were made insensible by the fall. Cantouz at last came 
to himself, stiffened and bruised ; to his joy Guilhembert 
also was after some effort brought back to consciousness. 
For hours these men picked their icy way along the bottom 
of the crevasse and its branches, through the water and 
melted snow, seeking some opening, some way of escape 
to the upper surface of the glacier. Effort after effort 
failed. The day was waning. At length a narrow 
*' chimney" was found, more promising than the rest; 
and by painful and dangerous degrees, wearied, sore and 
half-frozen a*; they were, the two slowly worked a zigzag 
way tipward to tlic light. 

Did they turn thankfully homeward and leave the 
grim \'ignemale to its i;»olalion } I'hey did not. They 
grimly went on with the attack. Before darkness had 
fallen, they stood upon the summit, — the first human 
beings to accomplish the feat. They had to spend the 
night upon the mountain, but it was as their subject 
realm. 

The lake itself is perhaps a mile across, and is ex- 
ceedingly deep. The mountains crowd close to its edge, 
here wooded, there running off in long sweeps of rubbly 
waste, again starting sharply upward from the water. 
Close by the path, a tongue of rock runs out into the 
lake, and on this still stands the little shaft, enclosed 
with iron palisades, 
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" A liruken chancel with a broken cross. 

Tliat stood on a dark strait of barren land,'*— 

a monument to a young En^li^hman and his wife, who 
were drowned here more Ihun fifty years ago. They 
were on their wedding trip, and had come to the Lnc dc 
(iaubc ; they took a small boit for a row, and by a 
never-explained accident lost their lives together. The 
pathetic inscription reads : 

"This tnblel i> ledicatcd to the memory <>f William Henry Palt!-.- 
son, of Lincoln s inn, I^ndon, Esq., barrister at law ; and of Susan 
Frances, his wife ; who, in the 31st and 26th years of their age, and 
within one month of their marriage, to the Inexpresnble grief of their 

surviving relations and friends, were accidentally drowned together in 
this lake, on the 20th <1."\y of Scptcndwr, 1832. Their remains were 
conveyed to h^ngland, and interred there at Witham, in the Couuty 
of Essex." 

A party of jolly, black-garbed priests have been jour- 
neying u\i the path behind us from the Pont d'Espagnc. 
They now come out from the inn upon the scene of 
action. Their cordial faces attract us at once ; they 
approach our little summer-house, and conversation 
opens on both sides, — ^with nation, tongue and creed 
soon in genial comity. Two of these men are young ; 
their features, refined and thoughtful, are those of 
students ; all are as fun*loving as boys out of school. 
They investigate the camera with great interest, and ask 
about our plans and travels, and tell us about their own. 
They invite us to join in a row on the lake, but we are 
mindful of the souffiet in near readiness ; so they finally 
push out from the shore, charmed to oblige by forming 
the foreground for a photograpli. 

Other irrivals, two or three, arc now at the inn, lor the 
Lac de Gaube U a ** required course " for all visitors to 
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Cauterets. We are guilefully glad we preempted the 
trout. It is a very substantial little meal they serve, in 
this wilderness of rock and fir, where every supply except 
fish must be carried up, as it were, piecemeal. The 
I»r()prietor does well in the entering line, but less well, 
he mourns to us, on his boats. It is that monument. 
The pale shaft is a constant ineiiKtito mori. It suggests 
tragic jK).-)sibiUlics. It always chills the tourist's enthu- 
siasm for a row, and generally ficciics it altogether. 
With good reason, it seems, may mine host complain 
bitterly of its' flattening effects on the boat*trade ; and 
there is a dark whisper in Cauterets that, were the shaft 
not so closely enveloped both in religious sanctity and in 
municipal protection, it would some night mysteriously 
disappear. 

VI. 

The sun still Mazes down upon the motionless lake, 
as we walk out once more for a long gaze toward the 
snows of the Vigncmale. We try to trace out tin- route 
to its perilous suinniits, and conie<ture the direction 
taken by Cantoiiz and ( lUillKnihert when ihey made that 
grim first ascent ; and our guide, approaching now with 
the horses, points out the direction afterward taken by 
Whymper and himself. We settle our account for the 
repast, — an account by no means exorbitant ; wraps are 
re>cylindered and re^strapped, and we are soon on the 
return path downward through the woods. The saddles 
pitch like skiffs at sea. These Pyrenean horses are far 
more pronounced in their motions than the lowly Swiss 
mule. One by one the ladies dismount, and for the steep 
portions at least the horses go riderless, and no doubt 
secretly exult in their own shortcomings. 
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Wc piss the Pont d'Espagne, the roar of whose cataract 
is cheering the waiting honrs of its solitary refreshment- 
seller. We plunge into the thicker leafage below, striding 
fast, or staying to lend iiands from stone to stone or 
around the jKitches of wet ground. The woods echo with 
the noise of the brook, and now and then with tlie crack 
of a distant rifle ; and finally we are down again to the 
first hut and tavemer and the Cerizet fall Now the 
ladies can spring comfortably up to their saddles once 
more, and the carriage-road is a welcome change from 
the lumpy bridle-path which we are leaving tfehind. 

We keep on in the mid-afternoon along the road, the 
horses led by the guide and ambling placidly along, the 
rest of us briskly afoot. I he spring-houses arc reached 
in due succession, and finally we are at the Raillere once 
more, where we have planned to take the omnibus which 
runs half-hourly to Cauterets. And so we buy our tickets, 
pay the guide. — with a double douceur for his moun- 
taineering reminiscences, — and are soon rattling down 
the hill toward the town, and studying another priest, 

a fat, stubby friar on the opposite 
seat, who is conning his breviary, 
murmuring his orisons, and glancing 
wickedly about with his beady little 
eyes. There is also a gorgeously 
attired French dowager aboard, 
and a sprightly soldier ; and in the 
interest of watching them all and 
the joy of repose against the padded 
leather cushions, wc lose the idea of time until we draw 
up in the little ]tla/.a of Cauterets again, * at half-past 
four by the meet'n'-house clock.* 
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CHAPTER Xm. 
A COLOSSEUM OF THE GODS. 

'* PyrfUf (i /iii nimhosi ••, rti(is itr,c^ 
Di-. tso' C'ti: It!,- proxpct tat i Uteres 
Atqiu ifit rmi Unci ma^uis divurda ki ris" 

— SiLivs iTALicrs. 

" Parting is such sweet sorrow/* Thus it at Cau- 
icrcts. The hotel manager evinces it as well as we. 
Bui the hour has come to leave him, and the tinseled 
supernumerary enters, left centre, with, " Milord, the 
carriages wait." The hotel hill here rnm<'«; naturally tn 
the front, and we find the LhaiL't s very much on the 
average of all Continent il r(M)rt>. So it has been at liiar- 
ritz, so at San Scbahiiau. I'aii ami Kaux Honiifs. Pyre- 
ncun hotel-keepers arc not^ as we had forinciiy mis- 
trusted, an organization for plunder. The expense 
question is always timely, and experience works out the 
conclusion that, in the main and speaking generally, one 
pays at about the same scale of prices for the same ac* 
commodation, throughout Europe. In both, of course, 
there is customarily a wide range of choice. It must be 
said that charges for travelers are out of all proportion 
with the cost of living to the peasants ; and the morning 
hotcl-MTvice of coffee and roils is fixed at a price at 
which a thrifty native would support his family for a day 
or mofiv National Ra-ino rer-ntlv vtitcd \\rxx tlu* 

average expenditure of the {teasant freeholder in the 
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south of France upon his food has been accurately 
computed and that it amounted to the astonishingly 
sni ill sum <>{ oniy lour sous daily, — this sum having 
refcrrncc to a family, say, of four or five, and where 
the children are under the age of seventeen or eighteen 
years. This slatemenl jircsuniahly refers to rural free- 
holders only, — where cutilc and farm-land supply the 
staples without purchase ; but even so, one finds difficulty 
in crediting it in full. The housewives are minutely 
frugal ; they will claim a rebate on a lacking pennyweight 
in the pound ; but it is scarcely to be admitted that any 
economy could lower the exi>eiise of necessary outside 
provisioning to such a sum. Stilt, quintupling it even, 
the hotel, at the spa a mile away, will charge you the 
same twenty sous for a cup of coffee, and considerably 
more for the lightest meal. The disproportion is thus 
seen to he enormous. 

\'et at its highe'st it is not l)urdensome to a comer 
from richer countries. The hotel prices themselves halt 
at a Certain mark, and n)arl)lcii buildings and aristocratic 
prestige cannot force thein higher. Wealthy idleness, 
Continental idleness in particular, knows to a nicety the 
sums it is willing to pay for its pleasures. It pays that 
cheerfully. A centime beyond, it would denounce as 
imposition. 

Extortion is rare ; we have not met one instance in 
these mountains. Oftener we find items to be added to 
a charge than erased. In this respect, the Pyrenees will 
prove less expensive than Switzerland, for they are 

so little touched by the money-reckless Anglo-Saxon. 
That ubiqititoiis tourist ha^ not yet come, to ]>'->ish with 
o'er rude hand the silvery dust from their butterfly 
wings. Nor — to complete the statement — have they 
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yet learned to brush with o'er rude hand the golden dust 
from kis butterfly wings. The latter fact is perhaps as 
important as the former. 

II. 

The road to T,uz, whither we arc now houni], will take 
us back alont; ihe shadow of the \'iscos to Pierrefitte, 
and then up the left'side of the nni»lc under the other 
haunch of that dividing mountain, W'c btart in the cool 
of the afternoon, preferring that time to raid-day for the 
drive. The ride down to Pierrefitte is quick and exhil- 
arating. The six mttes seem as furlongs. One enjoys 
more than doubly the double traversing of fine scenery, 
and this review of the splendors of the Cauterets gorge 
many degrees intensifies its effect. At Pierrefitte, the 
same innkeeper shows the same gladness to find that the 
same travelers are still thirsty, but there is nothing else to 
detain us in the little railway terminus. Here we take up 
again the thread of the Route Therni.ilc, dropped for the 
visit to Cauterets ; and trend again up into a mountain 
valley, the Viscos now on the right. The \allcy soon 
becomes a gorge in its turn, but the sides gai)e more 
widely and the incline of the road is fflighter than of the 
one wc have left. At times the horses can trot u iihoui 
interruption. It is an aggressive, inquiring road, is the 
Route Thermale, and thinks nothing of heights and 
depths nor of stepping across the Gave to better its con- 
dition. We cross that stream several times on the way 
to Luz. Each time the passage is so narrow as to be 
spanned by a single arch, the keystone three hundred 
feet or higher above the water. 

It is fourteen miles around from Cauterets to Lus, 
eight from Pierrefitte. In all, less than three hours have 
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passed when we come out from between the cliffs into a 
wide, level hollow, carpeted with green and yellow, pat* 
temed with fields and orchards and thatched roofs, 
seamed with rills, and altogether h.ippy and ati\ e. Maire 
and millet rim all the foot-hills, and forests the higher 
mountains around. We trot across the level meadows 
through a poplar-marked road toward the foot of the Pic 
de Bergonz, and run up into the little town of Liiz, 

This Liiz valley, once part of a miniature rcpuhlic like 
the Valley of (Jssau, is in the (orm of a triangle, ^\'e lia\ e 
just entered by the northern corner. From the angle on 
the right runs the defile leading southward to the far- 
famed Gavarnie, our to-morrow's excursion. On the left, 
through the opening of the remaining angle, the Thermal 
Route passes on eastward to Bar&ges and Bigorre, and 
that we are to resume on returning from Gavamie. 

The Widow Puyotte, at the Hotel de I'Univers, proves 
almost as winsome and quite as cordial as good Madame 
Baudot The hotel has a cb&let-like appearance which 
is unconventional and pleasing. Here too, as at Eaux 
Chaudes, our rooms o\erlook the Gave, but this stream 
is running sedately tlirouj^h the town itself instead of 
rollicking down a mountain gorge. 

III. 

We find Luz as lovable as its location. It is not 
fashionable and it has no springs. There are few ob- 
jects of interest to clamor for recognition. Yet its 
appearance is so tidy, its bent streets so multifariously 
irrigated, its people so open-faced and respectful, that 
the town has an immediate charm. We are impressed 
everywhere in these mountains with the geniality of the 
people. Human nature, considering its discouragements, 
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is wonderfully good at bottom. Kindliness seems a 
universal trait in tlie Pyrenees. It shines out in every 
nature. One has onl\- tf) meet it half wnv. Innkocjier, 
guide, shojikcfpcr or peasant, all are unailectedl)- good- 
tempered and well-disposed. A discourteous return 
would puzzle them ; a harsh complaint would wound 
deeply. The sunshine comes from a nearer sun lijan in 
the north. A polite nation, the French are reputed to 
be; but always underlying this good repute has been 
the suspicion that the politeness serves mainly to cover 
self-interest ; that it is simply an integument, a rind. In 
the cities there is a certain truth in this but the provin- 
ces are not thus tainted. In these southern mountains the 
core is sound and sweet. The response to our advances 
is so hearty and direct, the interest taken so friendly, 
that its sincerity is unquestionable. Beggars abound ; 
but your evidently selt-resj>ccting husbandman talking 
willingly with you in the mdlet-field is not of that class ; 
he is not expecting a coin at parting. In some parts of 
Eurojie, he would be ilisappointed nut tn get two. On 
the Route 'i'hcrniale, a small brace under one of the 
carriages gave way ; it was near a village ; we were 
promptly surrounded by six or eight pleasant-faced 
villagers, who turned their hands at once to help : one 
held the horses, three joined to lift the carriage, one or 
two crept under to assist the driver in repairs, and the 
others, while we talked with them, looked anxiously 
on, as relieved as all of us when the difficulty was finally 
adjusted. There was a raising of berrets, there were 
bows and good wishes, there was a hearty " Bon jour, 
mesifamcs ct vussuurs," as we started, and the men 
nio\ed baek down the rond witliout a thought that their 
aid should have been sold for a price. 
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The vvcalthy F*rcnch .and Spmisli. who arc the chief 
visitors to these resorts, are jiulicious travelers ; they 
injure neither the dispositions nor the indepcndenc e of 
the naii\cs. The Anglo-Saxon will come in lime; he 
will regard tliese natives, as everywhere, as a lesser 
humanity; he will throw them centimes and sous; he 
will find imperious fault ; he will cut off this ready com- 
municativenessy miss all touch with these friendly lives, 
and knock their confiding ''feelers" back into the shell. 
But the advance-guard at least of our countrymen will 
find here a human nature poor and narrowed but right- 
minded, true, unwarped either by feudal lordliness or 
modem superciliousness. Reciprocity of treatment, let 
us hope, will endeavor to keep it so for years yet coming. 

IV. 

m 

There is a famous old church (jt the ['enii)kir«i at Luz, 
which we go to see. It stnnds at the top of a hilly street, 
shut off behind a stout fortiiicd wall and between two 
square lianking towers. Wr pa^s llirough the gateway, 
and the old sacristan lets us into the church. There is 
a curious gate, a turret rough in traced car\ing, and 
inside, in the dim light, we are chiefly impressed with the 
rude-gilded altar and the grotesque frescoes on the walls. 
Yet there is a certain solemnity about the darkness and 
stillness, after coming from the warm daylight outside. 
It preaches silently of devotion, of the mystery of reli- 
gion, of the power and the poetry of worship. It is a 
superstition of the place that at a certain time the dead 
warrior-priests rise from their graves and sit in ghostly 
assembly, remembering the time when they had raised 
these rafters and jiiled these stones together and wor- 
shiped therein and died and were buried beneath them. 
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** The old church lies in the shadow of the Pic dc 

Bergonz and within ear-shot of a mountain's torrent; and 
the moonlight plays all sorts of fantastic tricks, throwing 
strange sli.idows, until it is not difficult to fancy that 
unearthly f(lrm^ are near \t the hour of ves- 
pers, tliere are as manv as two hundred women in the 
i;hur( li. [tlu ir heads* always covered with their brown or 
scarlet caj>ulci.s,J and its ancient, sombre interior appears 
niled with hooded figures, such as have often troubled 
our childish dreams, kneeling and crouching in the ua> 
certain twilight to the sound of the Mhertre*** 

No one knows the age of this church. Some accounts 
give the year 1060, but as the Templars* order was not 
founded until 11 17 or 1118, thisis improbable. They 
were warlike in their religion, these Templars, quite as 
able to fight as to pray, pledged ' nes er to fly before three 
infidels even when alone," and with a stirring touch of 
romance about all their history. They were planted 
here, as is stated, to guard the frontier in those troub- 
lous times, keejong vigilant watch against both Saracens 
and Spaniards ; and few will snv that the Chri->tian valley 
of Luz could have bcca more etTu ientl\- cK t ended. 

After we have looked over the interior, the sacristan 
conducts us out into the mouldy little burying-ground at 
one side, and crossing the grass, proudly points out in the 
surrounding wall the chief historic ear-mark of the place, 
scar among the stones, where was once a narrow 
opening through the wall. This was the despised en> 
trance set apart for that singular race, the Cagois. The 
Cagots were a once*distinct tribe dwelling in corners of 
all these Pyrenean va1!r vs. similar to the Cacous or Ca> 
queux of Brittany and Auvergne, and for some reason 

* From fiMuisidf Sketekfs^ by Three Wayfareis. 
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held as outcasts and in universal detestation. The pop- 
ular abhorrence of them was phenomenal. Their origin 
is not known : of Goths, Alans, Moors, Jews, Egyptians, 
each theory has had its propounder. Even the taint of 
descent from le[)cr<! has been ascribed to them. 15tit 
whoever their ancestors, the people would none of them. 
They were pariahs, prose ril)ed and held infamous. They 
lived in separate liamlets, shunnetl and insulted, their 
lives desolate and joyous, without hope, without spirit, 
without ambition. Laws were passed against them, one 
at Bordeaux as late as 1596, — many earlier; by these 
they were even dented the rights of citizens ; they could 
not bear arms, nor engage in any trade save wood-work- 
ing or menial occupations, nor marry out of their race ; 
they were obliged to wear a scarlet badge on the shoul- 
der, in the shape of a goose's foot ; they were not to go 
barefoot in towns lest they contaminate the streets, and 
the penalty was branding with a red-hot iron ; they were 
not to toiicli the provisions in the market-place nor the 
holy water in the font ; llu y mu^t ( ree|) into the church 
corners through contem]ttuous side-doors, as at Larroque 
and T^annemezan ami here at Luz. The priests would 
hiifdly aUmil llicui lo confession ; the tribunals required 
the testimony of seven to e(iual that of a citizen ; 
and hatred pursued them even to the grave and com- 
pelled their dead to be buried in lonely plots of ground* 
separate and remote from the Acre of God. 

Did a burgher sicken and die, witchcraft was charged 
to the Cagot ; did a reckless mob seek to vent its spite, 
it fell upon the Cagot. Despite popular report, most of 
them had the appearance of ordinary humanity, though 
rarely its spirit ; a few even held their own intellectu- 
ally ; but very many, bred in by constant intermarriage 
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of kin, seem to have become as the Swiss cretins,— 
deformed, idiotic, repulsive. 

The Cagots were cursed on four separate heads and 
on four separate and opposing propositions : for being 
lepers, for being Jews, for being Egyptians, and for being 
Moors or Saracens ; " and they were persecuted " as 
though the objectionable points of all four races were 
centred in them." As lepers, they were reputed to he 
descendants of the cursed Gehazi ; as Ki;yptians, they 
were ascribed the jeitaiura or evil eye ; as Saracens, 
they were held unclean and descended frominfideU; 
and as Jews, their enforced pursuit of the carpenter's 
trade was considered as proving that their ancestors 
were the builders of the Cross ! 

Few of the race are to be found in these happier days ; 
the old laws were softened during the first quarter of the 
eighteenth century, and the Revolution did away with 
them altogether. The Cagots as a separate tribe have 
gradually disappeared or been absorbed. Vet the an< 
tipathy to jthe name and the tribe even to>day in some 
of these regions, though now chiefly a tradition, is still 
alive and implacable. M. Ramond, the Snussure of the 
Pyrenees, carefully studied these outcasts over seventy- 
five years ?.go, and made this touching statement con- 
cerning them : 

" I have seen," he wrote, " some families of these 
unfortunate creatures. They are gradually approachmg 
the villages from which prejudice has banished them. 
The side-doors by which they were formerly obliged to 
enter the churches are useless, and some degree of pity 
mingles at length with the contempt and aversion 
which they formerly inspired ; yet I have been in some 
of their retreats where they still fear the insults of preju- 
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dice and await the visits of the compassionate. I have 
found among them the poorest beings perhaps that exist 
upon the face of the earth, I have met with brothers 
who loved each other with that 'cnderness which is the 
most iiresbing want of isolated men. 1 have seen among 
them women whose al^ection had a somewhat in it of 
that submission and devotion which are inspired by 
feebleness and niist'ortune. And never, in this luilf- 
anniluiaiion of those beings of my species, cuuid I 
recognize without shuddering the extent of the power 
which we may exercise over ihe existence of our fellow, 
— ^the narrow circle of knowledge and of enjoyment 
within which we may confine him, — the smallness of the 
sphere to which we may reduce his usefulness." 

V. 

Coming out again upon the street, we stray down into 
one of the shops, — a shop local and naive, a veritable 
French country-store. We have noticed the lienip-sokd 
sandals worn by many of the mountaineers, and incline 
to test them for the approaching excurj.ion to ()a\ arnie. 
The (lark-c\ed little proprietor and his wife spring to 
greet us ; loreign cii^lomers, especially English or Ameri- 
can, are with them a rare sight, — St. Sauveur, a mile 
away, being a more usual stopping-place for travelers 
than Lu2 ; and soon the floor is littered with canvas- 
topped footwear, solicitously searched over for the 
needed sizes, A running fire of conversation accom- 
panies the fitting. They show the usual French interest 
in ourselves and our country ; we enlarge their views 
considerably on the latter score, though heroically 
refraining from romancing. They make a fair livelihood 
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from their store, they inform us ; many farmers and 
peasants outside of the village come to buy at Luz. In 
fact, the small shopkeepers such as these are generally 

the prosperous class in a place like Luz, though the 
Standard of prosperity might not coincide with that of 
the cities. But as compared with that of their customers 
among the peasantry of the district, it seems to include 
not only necessity but comfort. 

For nolwiilistantling the luxuriance of these valleys, 
little of tlieir lu.xury, even to-day, goes to the tillers 
of their soil. The Pyrenean farmer or mountaineer has 
to support his family now, as in past ages, in poverty. 
Little beyond the most meagre of diet can he commonly 
provide them, and it is the joint anxiety of ensuring even 
this, that wears and disfeatures him and them, as much 
doubtless as its raeagreness. Bread, of barley or wheat 
or rye, is the great staple, supplemented by what milk 
can be spared from the town's demands. Eggs and 
butter go oftener to the market. Vegetables, such as 
lentils and beans, are also important, a few potatoes, 
occasional fruits and berries, and above all the powerful 
and omnipresent onion or garlic stew, signaling its brew- 
ing for rods arottnd. In the sunmier, if he moves with 
his family to the higher paslure-lands to l)ctler pasture 
the herds, his daily menu expands in some directions 
and < (Hitra( t^ in others. Fete-days and Sundays and 
trips to the town arc usually the occasions of some 
indulgence, and a thin wine and perhaps macaroni or a 
pullet or a cut of beef or pork make the event mem- 
orable. But the chief fact is that he is fairly contented 
under all. His life has work and poverty and care, but 
it has its freedom in addition ; he accepts it as it is, fully 
and without envy ; it is not his class who are first to 
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swell the numbers of the sans culottes. When Henry IV 
pressed his old peasant playfellows to ask some gift or 
favor at his hands, their modest ambition siopjicd at a 
simple jiermission to " pay their lithe in gram without 
the iilra%v." 

Often there is even a little fund put by, or anxiously 
invested ; I rantc is noled for the number of abslemious 
husbandmen who add their mite of savings to her iinan* 
ctal enterprises, and the distress and discouragement 
caused when one of these fails is easily conceivable. 
On the whole, the French small proprietor or peasant is 
thrifty and uncomplaining to a rather surprising degree, 
considering the national trait of restiveness. The revo- 
lutions of France are bred in her great cities, not in the 
provinces. 

" But pastoral occupations form only a small part of 
tlie Inisincss of the Pyrenees," observes a recent writer 
in Ji/achi'ooii' s, in a summary so comiiact and ac( urate 
as to merit quoting. " i'liere are large, various and 
constantly int reading industries, nil speri il to the coun- 
try. As water power is to be found everywhere, liiere 
are flour-mills and saw-mills in many of the villages. In 
certain valleys, — round Luz, for instance,— almost every 
peasant has rough little grinding stones and converts his 
own barley, buckwheat and maize into Hour. Hand« 
boms are numerous, and coarse woollen stuffs for the 
peasants' clothes are largely made. At Nay, near Pau, 
are factories where blue berretsfor the Pyrenees and red 
fezzes for Constantinople are woven side by side. The 
scarlet sashes that the men wear round their waists are pro- 
duced at Oloron. The manufacture of rough shoes in 
jute or hemp {ispatfrilltis) is a growing element of local 
trade. Marble and slate works are plentiful, mainly 
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concentraied round Lourdes and at Rngneres dc Higorre. 
. . , Persons who are insensible to marble can turn to 
the knitted woollen fabrics of which such t|uantiiies are 
made at Bagneres ; many of tlicm arc as fine as the best 
Shetland work, with the additional merit of being as soft 
as eider-down. The barley-sugar which everybody eats 
at Cauterets must also be counted ; for it rises there to a 
position which it possesses nowhere else in the world, — 
it is regarded as a necessity of life ; the commerce in it 
attains such proportions that 10,000 sticks are sold each 
day during the season. The little objects in boxwood 
which are hawked about by peddlers must be included too; 
and the list of special Pyrenean industries may be closed 
by bird-cat( hing. which is cnrricd on in the autumn 
months, esj)ecially round St. I'c and I'agneres de Bigorre. 

"There remains one trade more, howc\cr. — the great- 
est of all. — the traffic in hot water. Numerous as are 
tlie natural beauties of the district, — varied as are its 
attractions and its products, — it owes its success, its 
prosperity and its wealth to its mineral springs. Some 
two millions of gallons are supplied each day by them. 
Fifty*three towns and villages exist already round the 
sources^ and others are being invented each year. The 
inhabitants of the valleys are making money out of them 
in every form ; for though the harvest is limited to the 
warm months, it is so various, so widespread, and so 
productive while it lasts, that everybody has a share in 
it, from the land-owner who sees his grass converted 
into buildmg ground, to the half naked boy who cries 
the Paris newspapers when tlie ])ost comes in. 

Tliat lu>t H-ater should become a civilizer and >hould 
mount in that way to the level ol religion, education, 
monogamy, wealth and the nne arts, is a new view of hot 
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water ; but it is a true one in this case, for nothing else 
could have evolved the Pyrenees so widely or so fast. 
Neither commerce nor conquest has ever changed a 
region as hot water has transformed these valleys." 

VI. 

" There are comers here and there," remarks the same 
writer in another connection, describing this valley of 
Lu2, ** which have about them such an atmosphere of 

l)urity and innocence that people have been known in 
their enthusiasm to ]>rorl;uivi that they felt inclined 
to rejient of all their favorite sins and to exist thence- 
forth in total virtue. 'l"hey produce on nearly every one 
a softening effect ; imlet d Uiey almost you better. 

The vale of Luz is certainly the most winning of these 
retreats. Its soothing calm, its welcoming tenderness, its 
look of friendship and of wise counsel, wind themselves 
around you ; and the beauty of its grassy shades, of its 
leafy brakes and color-changing hilts, delights and wins 
you. Its babbling, laughing streams fill the whole air 
with life and melody ; every chink of the old dry walls is 
choked with maiden-hair ; from the damp rocks amid 
the dripping streams hang strange, fantastic mosses, — 
orange, grey and russet, — and with them grow wild 
flowers, white and purple, and emerald ferns with 
brilliant deep-notched leaves that gli*^ten in the w ct : and 
mixed with all stretch out the tangled rootlets of the 
beeches, bathing their bright red. yellow-lipped fibres in 
the splashing drops. The lucaUows are. so intense iu 
color, they are so supremely, so saturatedly, so bottom- 
lessly green, that you recognize you never knew green 
until you saw it there ; and while > uu gaze, you feel 
instinctively that you have reached a promised land." 



Digitized by Goo^^lc 



A COLOSSEUM OF THE GODS. 



249 



VII. 

The most noted excursion in the Pyrenees, — it'> coup de 
theatre, — is now before us. It is to Gavaniic, whose 
giant senii( ircle of precipices has been called " the end 
of the world." Lu/. ami St. Sauveur constitute the most 
available headquarters tor this trip, which is taken by 
every traveler to these mountains. "In the popular 
[French] imagination,'* writes a lively essayist, " the 
Pyrenees are composed of carriages-and-four, of capu- 
lets and berrets, of mineral waters, rocky gorges, Luchon, 
admirable roads, bright green valleys, two hundred and 
thirty hotels, and the Cirque of Gavamie." 

The cliffs of Gavamie form the Spanish frontier. A 
village of the same name lies near their feet on this 
French side, thirteen miles up the defile leading south 
from the valley of Luz. There is now a carriage-rond 
for almost the entire distance, and if fame is true, never 
did a destination better merit a road. We count on a 
memorable day, as the landau and the vi( toria carry us 
awj) iroui Luz, — where voluntary promise of a super- 
excellent table-d'hote on our return has just been given 
by Madame Pnyotte and thus every care removed. 

The road crosses the valley, under the sentinel pop> 
lars, leaves on the right the road by which we came in 
from Pierrefitte, and shortly comes to the opening of the 
defile to Gavarnie. At the immediate entrance across 
the ravine stands the white street of hotels and lodging- 
houses which constitutes the Baths of St. Sauveur. We 
shall cross to it on our return, and now scan it only from 
the distance as we pass. It joins itself to our highway 
by a superb !)ridge. over two hundred feet above the 
cluism, — a single astonishing arch, one of the longest in 
existence, its span being 153 feet across, and its total 
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length 218. It is of marble, - •;ift of Louis Napoleon and 
Eugenie to commemorate ihcir stay at St. Sauveur ; iu 
cost was upward of sixty thousand dollars. 

From this on, the scener\' becomes again increasingly 
wild. The gorge now opens and now narrows, the 
mountains above us here approach over the road, there 
draw back, in a long, sweeping glacis of wood or pas- 
ture. The ledge of the road is at times four hundred | 
feet above the frothjr watercourse, which in M>me spots ! 
disappears entirely from sight in the chasm. Tiny mills ^ 
are seen standing tremulously near its fierce supply, and ' 
there is room for a hamlet here and there, sheltered in a 
clump of ash or sycamore, on the mountain or at a widen^ 
ing of the valley. When the road nears the cliffs of 
Gavarnie, it will expire, from the simple imposstbitity of 
proceeding farther ; so it is scarcely a thoroughfare, and 
we meet only infrequent bucolics or a few wcod-carts 
coming down toward Luz. One fatr-sized rustic village 
is passed tlirough ; and, two hours after the start, a 
second one, Gedrc, our more>than>half-way house, is 
finally seen ahead. 

The mountain wall we are approaching begins now 
to show its battlements, far ahead. The snowy Tours 
tif Afarlfor/ overtop it, and at their right can be 
plainly seen two sinall, rectangular nicks, embrasures in 
this mammoth parajtet. Small they seem, as we sight 
them from iht.^ distam e. but these notclies are 9000 feet 
above the sea, and the greater of the two is a colossal 
gateway into Spain, no less than 300 feet in width and 
350 feet deep. This is the famous BrUhe de Roland^ 
familiar to all lovers of Gavarnie. When Charlemagne 
made his invasion into Spam, — the invasion from which 
he was afterward to withdraw by Roncesvalles, — he 
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sought to enter it, tradition says, by this defile to Gavar« 
nie. Finding all progress blocked by the wails of the 
Cirque, he ordered Roland to open a way ; and that 
lusty paladin with one blow of his good sword Durandal 
opened this breach for the passage of the army. There 
is another version of the making, which links it with the 
throes of Roland's defeat and death at Roncesvalles, at 
the end instead of at the beginning of the invasion ; but 
even under unbounded poetic license, the mind refuses 
to admit that the wounded hero, bleeding and gasping 
for breath, could have made his way a hundred miles 
ovtT the iiionntains from Roncesvallcs, to shiver his sword 
against tlie clitfs of the Cirque and end his death-strug- 
gles at Ga\ arnie. 

At Gedrc the horses j)ause for a rest and a drink, and 
travelers can do likewise. From this village, the main 
defile cuts on to Gavarnie, and anotlier opens off to the 
left toward another cirque, — ihc Cirque of Troumouic. 
Thus each branch ends in a similar formation, peculiar 
to the Pyrenees, a semicircle of cliffs, sudden and blank 
and impassable. The Cirque of Troumouse is larger 
around than that of Gavarnie, but its walls are not so 
high and its effect is reported to be less imposing. To 
reach it from GMre requires perhaps three hours, the 
drivers tell us, by a good bridle-path. We feel tempted 
to revisit this point from Luz, ancther day, and explore 
the route toward Troumouse. 

To>day, however, this is not to be ; Gavarnie beckons, 
and we gird us anew and press from GMre on. The 
carriages twist their way up an unusual incline, and it is 
ten of the clock as we stop to face a long cascade which 
is jumping down from a cut across the chasm and not 
too busy with its own affairs to give us an answering 
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halloo. The great Cirque is now coming more and more 
distinctly into view, though still some miles ahead. The 
two breaches are no longer seen, but snow-walls are 
liecoming visible on all sides, and the distant precipices 
arc constantly crowding into line and assuming shape 
and form. Even Louis tiie Magnificent's haughty pro- 
clamation, " // «'f a plus de Pyr/n('es," could not erase this 
impassable barrier. It was made for a w ill of nations. 

Already our destination sends out to welcome us. Wc 
have hardly left G^dre, with several miles still to 
drive, before we are assaulted by peasants on horseback, 
advance^agents from Gavamie. The carriage-road will 
end at the village, and the Cirque itself is three miles 
beyond ; it is reached on foot or on horseback, and 
these peasants lie in wait along the road for visitors, to 
forestall their rivals in the letting of saddle-horses, and 
each to offer his or her particular animal for the way. 
In vain we assure them that we shall make no choice 
until we come to the inn at Gavarnie. They turn and 
ride by the side of the carriages, urging their claims in 
incessant clamor, pressing about us, intercepting the 
views, good-tempered enough but decidedly an annoy- 
ance. Wc speak them fair, and request, then direct, 
them to abandon the chase. It has no effect whatever. 
They continue their pestering tactics, now falling l)ehind, 
then ranging again alongside, hindering ( onversation, 
interrupting conslantl) u itii iheir jargon, Plainly it is a 
time for firm measures. We call a halt, and, standing 
up in the carriage. I tell them one e for all and finally 
that we will have noticing to do with them cither now or 
hereafter, either lure or at ilie village ; and ortler them 
shortly and decisively to " get out." Even when trans- 
lated into French, there is a peculiar tang to diU 
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emphatic American expression that is impolite but 
unmistakable : it takes effect even here in the Gedre 
solitudes, and we ride on without escort. 

The road now passes into a remarkable region, — a 
famed part of this famed route. This is the C/nws, so- 
called and justly. The side of the mountain overhead 
appears to have broken off bodily and fallen into the 
valley, and its ruins almost choke the bottom. Huge 
masses of granite and gneiss are scattered everywhere in 
savage confusion, and the road barely twines a painful 
way through the labyrinth. Scarcely a blade of grass, a 
tint of green, is to be seen about us ; the tract is given 
over to utter desolation. 

" Confounded Chaos roar'd 
And felt ten.fold confusion in their f«U 

Through his wild anarchy ; so huge t POllt 
Incumbered him with ruin." 

Some of these fragments, it is said, contain a hundred 
thousand cubic feet, and the blocks lie in all directions, 
uncounted tons of thero, grotesque and menacing, jiiled 
often one upon two, bulging out over the diminished 
carriages or entirely disconcerting the hurrying torrent. 

"That blot k bigger than the rhiirrh of Luz," points 
out Johnson, writing of this spot, " has been split in 
twain by the other monster that has followed in its track 
and cracked it as a schoolboy might do his playfellow's 
marble. We cease to estimate them l)v their weight in 
tons, as is liic iu.inner of hand-books, but liken them to 
great castles encased in solid stonework ; or calculate 
that half>a-do2cn or so would have made up St. Paul's ; 
or speculate upon the length o( ladder we would want to 
reach the purple auricula that is (lowering in the crevice 
half way up." 
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Beyond this, as we draw ne.ir the end of our course, 
there is an opening in the mountains on the right. A 
peak and a long bed of ice and* snow are seen high 
beyond, and the drivers tell us that we are looking at a 
side glacier of the Vignemale, whose face we saw from 
the Lac de Gaube when we cHmbed up the parallel 
defile from Cauterets. 

But here is the village of Gavarnie. We are in the 
courtyard before the inn, bristling with an abatis of 
mules and horses in waiting row. 

VIIL 

Negotiations for transport now begin. The black 
walls of the Cir<|iie rise beyond the village, closing the 
valley, seemingly just before us; but it is a full league 
from the inn to the stalls of that august proscenium. 
The ladies recall their unrestful saddle-ride to the lake, 
and decide this time for sedan-chairs. The entire village 
is put in commotion by the order ; for three men, one as 
relief, arc required for each chair, (four on steeper 
routes,) and it takes but a very few times three to foot 
up a quick and difiicuU total, where the call is sudden 
and the supply small. The chairs themselves are 
,)romplly produced ; they have short legs, a dangling 
foot-rest, and long poles for the bearers, as in Switzer- 
land, but are ornamentcti besides with a hood or rover 
which shuts back like a miniature bugg\ -top. Soon the 
additional men are brought in, called from ilitferent vo- 
cations for the emcrgenr\- ; all of them broatl-shouldered 
and siurtiy aiul uiih a willing twinkle in their eyes. 
The ladies scat theni>cl\i the first relays take their 
places before and bcliir.d the eh.ur^. ])a->> the straj^s (rom 
the poles up over the shoulders, bend llieii knees, grasp 
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the handles, and with a simultaneous ** At/Ay lift the 
litters and their fair freight from the ground. This 
automatic performance is always interesting and always 
executed with military prcrinion. They pnss down the 
village ro id w ith rhythmic, measured tread, the substi- 
tutes carrying the wrap> : the /^/// ^:^ari;on of the party 
journeys inx\\\ on a donkey ; and the rest of us, duly 
discntumi>ercd and shod with hemp, resist the impor- 
tunities of the youth at the inn to order a lunch for the 
return, and follow after on toot. 

The sole interest of the walk is iliis stupendous curve 
of cliffs ahead, roofed with snow and glistening with 
rime and moisture. It fascinates, yet we try not to look, 
reserving a climax for our halting-place. The pathway 
is well marked though somewhat stony and irregular; the 
valley-bottom is wider here and we are close by the side 
of the Gave. The hemp sandals prove surprisingly 
useful. Their half-inch soles of rope utterly deaden the 
inequalities of the ground, and the pebbly, hummocky 
path is as a carpet beneath the feet. The bearers tramp 
steadily onward, the chairs sinking and rising in easy 
vertical motion, much more grateful than the horizontal 
"joggle " of the Pyrenean saddle-horse. We arc an hour 
in approaching the Cirque, which looms higher at every 
step. The halting-place is reached at last. It is a small 
))lateau almost in the heart of the arena, and here there 
is a restaurant, — the last house in France, — and the 
inevitable group of idlers to ruin the effect of solitude. 

IX. 

Tiiey cannot ruin the effect of sublimity, however. 
That term, not freely perhaps to be used in all terrestrial 
scenes, is beyond question applicable here. 
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The Amphiiheatre of fiavarnie, in which wc stand, 
surpasses easy dcscrii>tion. It is a blank, continuous 
wall of precipices, bending around us in the form oi 
a horseshoe, a mile in diameter, and starting abruptly 
from the floor of the valley, — perhaps the most magnifi- 
cent face of naked rock to be seen in Europe. Its cliffs 
rise first a sheer fourteen hundred feet without a break ; 
there is a narrow shelf of snow, and above this ledge 
they rise to another, and then climb in stages upward 
still, perpendicular and black, in a waste of escarpments 
and buttresses, terraced with widening snow-fields tier 
on tier, until their brows and cornices are nodding over* 
head almost a mite above the arena. Higher yet, the 
separate summits stand like towers in the white glaciers 
on the top ; the Cytindre, at 10,900 feet above the sea, 
is partly hidden at the left by its own projecting flanges, 
and nearer the centre of the arc the Marbor^, with its 
Casque and Turret, is but as an outwork conceating the 
greater Mont Perdu, the highest mountain in the French 
Pyrenees and next to the Maladetta the highest of the 
range. 

A dozen slender waterfalls, unnoticed Staubbachs. are 
showering from the heights ; over a ledge under the 
Mont Perdu '>treams the loftiest, known too as the lofti- 
est fall on the Continent. It conies over slowly, "like a 
(iro]i]iinL; ( loud, or the unfolding of a muslin \eil," frill- 
ing steadily and with scarcely nn interruption a tpuirtcr 
of a mile in vertical height, before it is finally w hirled 
into spray against the rocks at the base. And the (iave 
whu h these cascades unite to form, and which wc have 
been following thus toward its source this morning, is no 
other than the Gave de Pau, which will hurry on and 
down through the valleys till it is flowing below the old 
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chAteau of the kings of Navarre, and later joining the 
Adour will pass on through Bayonne to the sea. 

It is a silencing scene* The effect it gives of simple 
largeness, — ^a largeness uncomprehended before, — ^may be 
fairly called overpowering. There is something almost 
of the terrific in it, something even oppressive. We arc 
as a fact at the end of the world. The eye does not 
seem to be deceived here, as it often is in great magni- 
tudes ; it belittles nothing ; it realizes to the full this 
strange impression of simple, hopeless bulk, immovable 
and pitiless as the reign of l.iw. 

The floor of the Cirque, far Iroin being le\el, is 
blocked wiih snow and the debris of falling rock. Our 
halting-plac e is near ihc left curve of the arc ; and a 
half hour's toilsome scramble across its chord to the 
opposite side would take us to the foot of a darker 
streak in the wall which seems from here like a poi>sible 
groove or gully and in fact is such. Unscalable as it 
seems, that is the magic stairway which leads up out 
of this rocky Inferno to the higher ledges and finally 
over glacier-fields to the Briche de Roland, (which is in- 
visible from the Cirque itself,) and through this gateway 
on into Spain. Mountaineers and smugglers make the 
trip with unconcern, and it is entirely practicable for 
tourists, though needing a sure foot and a stout pulmo- 
nary apparatus. The Moot Perdu is also ascended from 
this direction ; first climbed in i8oa by the intrepid 
Ramond, who seems to have been as true a mountaineer 
as a savant, it has been occasionally ascended since ; its 
ledges are notably treacherous and difhcult, and the trip 
demands proper implements and practiced guides. It is 
a striking fact that its upper rocks have been found to be 
marine calcareous beds. That proud eminence has not 
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stood thus in the clouds for all time ; it was once buried 
fathoms deep under the Tertiary ocean. 

An interesting anecdote attaches to this mountain. It 
was assaulted some years ago by a French lady, a Mme. 
L., who vowed that she should be the first woman to 
stand upon the summit. She was accompanied by four 
gtiides, pledged to carry her body to the top alive or 
dead. No carrying was needed, however; the lady 
climbed with the coolness and hardihood of a born 
mountaineer ; they camped for the night on the way, 
750c feet above the sea, at the b.ise of the main peak, 
and in the morning she trium|)hanily gained the top. 
But now the fair climber undid all the glory of the 
exploit : a bottle had long been left in a niche of rock at 
the top, oi)ened by each rare new-comer in turn to add 
his name and a sentiment or some expression of his 
admiration ; our heroine opened this, scattered the 
precious contents to the winds^ and inserted her card in 
their place, declaring that there should be but one 
name found on the crest of the Mont Perdu, and that her 
own. 

Great was the indignation in the valley when this 
ungenerous act became known. A young stranger was 
staying at St. Sauveur at the time ; no sooner had he 
heard of the occurrence than he started up the mountain 
himself. It was but a few days after Mine. L.'s ascent ; 
the despoiled bottle was there, with its single slip of 
pasteboard ; and a day or two later, the lady, then in 
Paris, reeei\ ed a polite note enclosing the card that she 
had left on the summit of the Mont Ferdu, 10,999 feet 
above the sea ! 



* 
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X. 

The rcstauratvt, no less than the idlers, ruins the effect 
of solitude, but we find that we bear this with more 
equanimity. We are glad we resisted the village inn*s 
importunities and can remain here for lunch instead. 
While we are at the table, our jovial porters, grouped 
near the path outside, while away the time in stentorian 
songs. We walk out afterward some space farther 
toward the base of the cliffs ; but the foot of the fall is 
still two furlongs away, along the left wall,— a distance 
equal to its height ; and over the broken boulders of the 
bottom it seems useless toil to clamber. So we sit and 
gaze again at the scene, seeking to crowd this sensation 
of immensity even more deeply into the mind. We cast 
about for some comparison to the scene. The sweep of 
the Gemmi precipices rising around the village of 
Tx'ukerbad in Switzerland is like it in kind ; but almost 
another Geninii, moriured with ice and gla< irr, woidd 
need to be rearcil ujxjn the first, to overtop the snows of 
the Gavarnie Cirque. 

We turn back to llie porters at la>t, and the c avaleade 
of chairs forms again. I'hc men arc earning three 
francs each by this noon holiday, and they arc in good 
spirits. They do not think the sum too little and we 
certainly do not deem it too much. When we regain the 
inn at the village, they wait about unobtrusively for their 
pay, and after arming ourselves with coin for the divi> 
sion we come out among them. At once we become the 
centre of a large and respectful assemblage, all other 
loungers drawing near to witness the coming ceremony. 
Our informal words of appreciation become rather a 
speech when delivered before so many. The leader now 
approaches, and we publicly entrust him with the 
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division of the fund, adding, as we state aloud, our good- 
will and a pourboireiox each. Instantly, and with almost 
startling simultaneousness, every cap in view comes off 
in unison ; the movement is so general, so immediate, 
and so gravely uniform, as to be somewhat astonishing: 
and a satisfied and metronomic chorus of " ^[^•rci, Mon- 
sieuTy merci Hen f *' rises like a measured jxiian around us. 

This little perionnancc over, the carriages come to the 
fore, and we retrace the road in the pleasant afternoon, 
under liie Pimene, through the Chaos, by Gedre and the 
opening of the Troumouse gorge, and on down the 
ravine out to the Jiridgc of Napoleon which leads us 
over to St. Sauveur. 

The long, trim street of St. Sauveur backed against the 
mountain is a resort much in favor. It is not large 
enough to be noisily stylLsh, but in a quiet way it is 
select and severe. It is patronised by ladies more than 
by the sterner sex. Its springs are mild, helpful for 
cases of hysteria and atonic dyspepsia ; and the nervous, 
middle-aged females who frequent it find a grateful 
sedative in the air and surroundings as well as in the 
springs. The hotels have the garb of prosperity, and the 
location, commanding both the Gavarnie gorge and the 
valley of Luz, could not have been better chosen ; in 
fact, headquarters for the trip to the Cirque might be and 
usually are fixed here quite as comfortably as at Luz. 

We spend a half hour about the hotels and shops as 
the twilight comes on, while the carriages wait, down the 
road. lu an unpretending shop an old lady has jnst 
trimnu'd and lighted her lamp ; she peers up through 
her glasses as we enter, and readily shuffles across the 
room for her asked-for stock of Pyrenean pressed - 
flowers. The dim little store proves a treasury of these 



Digitized by Google 



A COLOSSEUM OF THE GODS 



a63 



articles, and part of our half hour and part of our hoard 
of francs are spent over the albums spread open by her 
fumbling fingers. Then we drive off again into the dusk, 
join the main road, and run restfully across the valley to 
end the day's ride before the lighted windows of our 
chdlet-botel at Luz. 

The trip to Gavarnie can thus be readily made during 
a day, and it is indisputably one of the finest mountain 
sights in Europe. As Lord Bute, (quoted in the Tout- 
Through the J\\r(-tiees^ cried when there, ni:mv years ago, 
in old-time hyj)erbole, " If T were now at the extremity 
of India, and susj)ei teil the existence of what I see at 
this moment, I should iniincdiaicly leave, in order to 
enjoy and admire it." Perhaps this sentiment should 
merit consideration from other seekers of noble scenery ; 
it was founded upon a justly sincere cnthuijiaam. 

To-morrow, the Pic de Bergonz shall be our goal. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

tKifi ntc^t n>ae foil Utftvm 

But tlic Pic <k* Kcrgon/ docs iioi ko elect. 

During the night the weather has another rc\ uUion of 
feeling. In liie morning it is hysterical, laughing and 
crying by turns. We conic down-stairs booted and 
spurred for the ascent, and make directly for the barome- 
ter in the doorway. Alas, it tells but a quavering and 
uncertain tale, itself evidently undecided, and holding 
out to others neither discouragement nor hope. An 
hour brings no change. The guide looks sagely toward 
the clouds, as who should know all weather lore, and 
candidly admits the doubtful state of the case, — ^which is 
frank, since for him a lost excursion is lost riches. The 
sun streaks down fitfully u|)on the road, and then after a 
minute the mist sifts over the spot ; the mountain-tops 
appear and disappear among low-lying clouds. We 
haunt alternately the roadway and the writing-room, 
restless and inquisitive ; but as the morning wears on, it 
becomes slowly » crt.iin that the Pic de Bcrgonz has 
taken the veil irrevocably. 

The Monnt' at Cauterets was within our grasp; we 
sacnfK r'd it> c rrtalnty to the uncertainty of the inore 
accessible peak, in the mountains, as we are thus again 
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shown, carpe diem is a wise blazon. Still, choosing the 

Monne would have postponed Gavarnie until tO-day 
and thus have forfeited the clear skies of yesterday's 
memorable trip to the Cirque. It is always feasible 
to count your consolations rather than your regrets. 

It does not rain, so we ramble off about the streets 
again. There is an eminence near the village on wliich 
stand the remains of tlie old castle of Stc. Marie, and 
Avhicli we are lold givt-s a wide survey over the valley ; 
but wc are out with all eminences and refuse to patronize 
it. We ilrift again into our little sho|) of the heni[>en 
shoes, with son]) for a |iretext ; the proprietor and his 
wife are alfahle and uni Kjuded as e\er ; and we while 
off a half hour in anoliier talk wiiii tiiem and some 
trifling purchases. One learns many lessons in civility in 
Continental shopping ; more usually it is a woman alone 
who presides, some genuinely winsome old lady often, 
with white cap and grandmotherly smile. The lifting of 
the hat as we enter ensures invariably the politest of 
treatment, and when we depart, it is with the feeling that 
we have gained another friend for life. 

The village stretches itself lengthily about, as many 
Continental towns do ; its limbs, like Satan's, 

" Extended long and large, 
Lay floating many • rood/* 

and two of us later signalize a stroll by becoming /ast, 
— lost in Luz. We look helplessly down along the lanes 
and neat streets for the familiar little ]>orch o^•er the 
Gave and the open space in front and the overhanging 
caves of our hotel. Gone the churc h, gone the ^t!>rt• ot 
the shoes and soap, gone the carriagc-slud. tin- Ilotc 1 de 
rUnivers, — all landmarks gone. It is not untd wc are 
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driven to the hamiliation of actually asking our way, 
that the alleys are unraveled and show us safely home, 

into the scoffs and contumely of the unregencrate. 

After lunch, the weather is still gloomy, but there is 
no rain, and we leave Luz for Bareges toward the last of 
the afternoon, if not in sunshine, at least over a dry 
road. Some of us are on foot, so but one carriage is 
needed for the others, and the Widow Puyotte stands 
smiling at the door as we move away, wishing us fine 
weather for the morrow's ride on from Bareges over 
the Col du rourmalet, — since any further wishes for 
to-day s weather would be manifestly inoperative. 

The Batiis of Har^ges are on the continuing girdle of 
the Route Themuile as it extends its way onward from 
Luz toward Bigorrc ; they lie about four miles up a 
short, desolate, east>and-west valley which opens from 
the hollow of Lita and closes beyond them in a. col over 
which goes the road. These baths are much higher 
than Lux, and the way is a steady incline throughout. 
The valley soon shows itself in marked change from 
the fertile basin we have quitted ; it grows bleak and 
less cultivated ; rubbly slopes of shale and slate cover 
the hills; the vegetation becomes scanter. We are 
nearing now the Pic du Midi de Bigorre, the summit 
seen so plainly from Pau, far eastward of the Pic du Midi 
d'Ossau. It is not as yet in sight from tb.is valley, how- 
ever, though we are approaching it nearly and though it 
closely overtops the col which rises beyond Bareges. 
The road continues desolate, and the dull grey-green 
pastures hardly serve to relieve its deserted and forlorn 
squalor. The clouds brood on tlie hills, liie air grows 
chilly as we ascend, and more than once wc sigh half 
dubiously for the bright parlor left behind at Luat. Wc 
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move leisurely, almost reluctantly, on, not in haste to 
reach the climax of this unhospitable avenue ; but the 
four miles shorten themselves unexpectedly, and it seems 
but a short walk before we are in sight of the Baths of 

Bareges. 

Murray and Madame the Widow had each spoken dis- 
hearteningly of Bareges. With their verdict concurred 
also the few other accounts we had heard of it. Murray 
stigmatizes it as "cheerless and forbidding," "a perfect 
hospital," and remarks that "nothing but the hope of 
recovering health would render it endurable beyond an 
hour or two." Another marks it curtly as "a desolate 
village tucked into the mountain side, with avalanches 
above and torrents below ; in summer the refuge of crip- 
ples ; in winter the residence of bears." No one at Luz was 
found to say a good word for Bareges, exrejit as to the 
undoubted cures its waters effect ; and on the whole the 
outlook summed itself up as very far from promising. 

In view of this abuse we have been predisposing our 
minds to extenuate the shortcomings of the place and 
to extol rather than dispraise it. One does not like to 
maltreat even a resort wiien it is down. But as we draw 
up the hill and see the black surroundings and enter the 
frowsy, dismal street, the desire to extol vanishes and 
even the possibility of extenuating becomes doubtful. 
The carriage pauses, white two of us who have hurried 
ahead examine the two hotels reputed best ; each is 
equally uninspiring, and the one we finally choose we 
thereupon immediately regret choosing and regretfully 
choose the other. Meanwhile the carriage is being cir- 
cummured by an increasing hedge of idlers and invalids, 
staring with great and oj»en-minded interest at the arrival 
of visitors who seemed actually healthy and were coming 
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here uncompcUcd ; and the visitors themselves are glad 
to vanish fruin the public wonder into the stone passage- 
way of the hotel. 

Within is a lnr;^'e, cobble-paved court around wliich 
the hotel is buil;, nd out upon the upstairs veranda 
overlooking this we are led and assigned to rooms. The 
rooms are clean, but unadorned and bare, and so seems 
the hotel throughout. It is not the lack of adornment, 
ho\ve\er, that dispirits us ; Madauie Haudot's at Eauv 
Cnaudcij \va:i unadorned likewise, and yet was an ideal 
of inviting comfort. Here, there seems to be something 
more, — an inexplicable taint of depression over the hotel, 
which strangely aff«;ts US. We struggle hysterically 
against it, trying to laugh it off, speculating vainly over 
the dreary, disconsolate weight which each has felt from 
the moment of entering the village ; and at length con- 
elude to investigate the mystery by a survey ottt-of>doors. 

II. 

It takes little time to convince ns that Bareges deserves 
all the abuse it has received. We came unprejudiced 
and in a sympathetic mood, willing to defend the much- 
reviled ; but we admit to each other that the revilers 
have only erred on the side of timidity. The pall of the 
placets unmistakable and wraps us in completely ; even a 
genial party and determined high spirits are slowly forced 
to succumb. There seems something gruesome about it ; 
the curious burden is not to be shaken off, try as we may. 

The vilhige is sorrowtuUy set, to begin with ; the val- 
ley here is high and more gloomy even than below , tiie 
narrowing hills, grey-black or a sickly green, stand and 
mourn over their own sterility. 'J'hough it is daylight 
still, the sun iius long passed behmd ihcm, and the air is 
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chilled and mouldy. The village is merely one long, 
shaky street crouching in along the side of the moun- 
tain ; it is lamentably near the torrent, for the rough 
Gave de Bastan just below is one of the scourges of the 
Pyrenees, and each spring it tears by and even through 
the street, and scours down the valley, swollen and 
resentful, causing discouraging damage along it^ tnrk 
Many of the houses are taken down each fall and re- 
erected in the summer ; and as we walk on through the 
street, these quavering shanties of pine combine with the 
jail-like appearance of the heavier stone buildings and 
the harsh hills und clouds around, all in a strange effect 
of utter rcpellcncc. 

But it is the people we meet who intensify the impres- 
sion. No one visits Bareges for pleasure ; its extraordi- 
nary springs are the sole reason of its existence, and 
only those who must, come to seek health in them. Sad- 
faced invalids, who have tried other baths in vain and 
have been ordered hither as a last resort ; wounded or 
broken-down soldiers ; cripples, who stump their crutches 
past tts down the earthen road, — these are the ones who 
haunt Bareges, anxious and self-centred and unhopeful. 
Style and fashion are things apart ; there is not a landau 
to be had in the place, and scarcely a smaller vehicle. 
In cold or storm, the sick hurry from boarding-house or 
hotel to the bath-establishment in close-shut sedan- 
chairs ; on fairer days, they limp their own way thither. 
Talk turns on diseases ; there is no fresh news, Bareges 
is a long ride from the news-bearing railway ; the dis- 
cussions bcgm with this or tl.at spring or symptom and 
end in a disconsolate game at ecarte. 

Truly disease is a hideous visitant to the fairness of 
life, — a hard interruption to its store of joys. 
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Beyond all this, however, there is a something further 
about Bareges, — this incubus of depressingness, seem- 
ingly the very soul of ihc si>ot. Sickness and dreary 
location will account for it in part ; but many have felt 
that certain subtle spirit pervading a region or even a 
single house, which in part defies analysis ; it is in the 
air ; it overhangs ; it may be light and joyous and 
animating, or forbidding. And Bareges is a striking 
instance ; morbid, abhorrent, funereal, there seems here 
some influence at work which is not entirely to be 
accounted for, yet to which it is impossible not to yield. 

At the upper end of the street is the long, grim bath- 
establishment, and we enter its stone corridors and are 
led about by a noiseless and mournful attendant Here 
are rows of waiting sedan-chairs ; an office for presenta- 
tion of tickets ; long lines of stone cells, each with its 
tub or douche or vapor-box ; and underground, public 
tanks of larger size. " I inconsiderately tasted the 
spring," records a traveler of years ago, **and, if you are 
anxious to know what it is like, you may be satisfied 
without going to Bareges, by tasting a mixture of rotten 
eggs and the rinsings of a toul gun-barrel." Our spirits 
fall lower and lower in this damp impluvium ; never 
before have we felt so grateful over our limitless good 
health ; we dodge out with relief into the darkening air, 
and, under the beginnings of a rain>storm, thankfully 
slip back to the refuge of the hotel. . 

Certain it seems that if cheerful surroundings are 
essential to a cure, the waters of Bareges must fail of 
their full mission. 

i hey accomplish remarkable things, notwithstanding ; 
they are among the strongest of the Pyrcnean baths, and 
are particularly noted for their power in scrofulas and 
grave skin-disorders, wonnds, ulcers and serious rheu- 



Digitized by Go 



THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 271 

• 

matic affections. So healing for wounds are they, that the 
government sustains here a military hospital for maimed 
and disabled soldiers. In winter the scene is desolation. 
The cold is rigorous. Avalanches pour down from the 
mountains on both sides and often leave little for the 
spring freshets to do. Modern engineering grapples 
even with avalanches ; wide platforms have been cut in 
the rocks above the town, on the slopes must exposed, 
and immen>e bars of iron set in them and attached with 
chains. These outworks have proved themselves sur- 
prisingly effective in breaking the force of the snow- 
slides ; but the scent of danger is always in the air ; the 
ledge of the lovn is for months deep in drifts ; the 
frailer houses are taken up, the rest closed and stoutly 
barred ; the inhabitants are gone, leaving behind a 
few old care-takers to hold their lonely revels in the 
solitudes. 

liL 

We sit about in the evening in the dim little parlor, 
and agree once more that Bareges has not been exag- 
gerated. We are united in will to leave this detestable 
spot to its ghosts of ruin and disease, and to leave it as 
quickly as we can. Our Luz driver, whom we have 
judiciously retained to remain with his landau over 
night, appears respectfully at the door, and is instantly 
instructed to be ready early in the morning for farther 
progress ; he looks dubious, and warns us of continuing 
rain : it is noihint: ; we leave to-morrow in anv weather, 

" Have you found us a second carriage ? " 1 ask him. 

" .Monsieur, there is l»ut a petite voitiire^ a small wagon- 
ette, up the street, \vhi< h one could hire ; it is small ; if 
monsieur will have the goodness to come out wiiii me to 
sec it ? " 
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So two of us sally forth into the drizzle with the 
driver, and a few rods up the street turn off into an 
alley-way, where the wagonette is found under a shed. 

It /V small, — deplorably small ; the seat will ungraciously 
hold two jjcrsons, ami a stool can be crowded in in from 
for a driver. There is no toj) nor hood of any sort, and 
the hotel barometer is still railing steadily. 

P>ul we are resolved to leave Bareges. 

" Is this the best that one can obtain?" I ask rue- 
fully. 

"There is one other, monsieur, close by ; but it is yet 
smaller." 

This ctitiches the matter, and we conclude a bargain 
with the proprietor for an early departure and hurry 
back to the dim joys of the hotel reception-room. 

IV. 

The clouds themselves descend with the drizzle during 
the night, and we are greeted when we wake by a white 
opacity of mist and fog filling the hotel courtyard and 
leaking moisture at every pore. We think shiveringty of 
the wagonette, but more shiveringly still of Bareges ; 
and resolutely array ourselves for a long and watery day 
among the clouds. 

Our route will continue by the Thermal Road on to 
Bagn&res de Bigorre. There is again a col in the way 
which we must cross,— -the Col du Tourmalet, a shoulder 
of the Pic du Midi de Bigorre, separating this Valley of 
Bastan from the greater lateral Valley of Campan. It is 
a long ride with the ascent and descent, — twenty-five 
miles at the least ; but it can be easily made in the day, 
and there is a midway halting-place beyond the col for 
lunch. 
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Our Lus landau appears promptly on the scene, coiU' 
fortably enclosed and inviting ; and the ridiculous wag- 
onette creeps up behind it, in apologetic and shamefaced 

comparison. The driver of the wagonette, however, a 
tough, grizzled old guide, is not shamefaced in the least, 
but grins broadly and contentedly as he sits there wrapped 
in his tarpaulin, wet and shiny under the steady rain. 
The landau soon hospitably receives the favored major- 
ity, and disappears into the mist up the street ; and the 
remaining two of us turn to the wagonette, — and turning, 
involuntarily catch the infection of the old guide's grin. 
After all, there is a certain zest in discomfort ; we 
clamber in and draw the rough robe around us, unfurl 
our complicated Cautercts umbrella, and agree that the 
truest policy is to make little of discomfort and much of 
its zest. 

Old Membielle gathers the tarpaulin about his stool 
before us, chirrups toward the damp steam which 
symbolizes a horse, and we move off up the lon|^ 
soppy street, past its houses and jails and grey bathing* 
penitentiary, — and out at last from Bariges. Out from 
Bareges, though into the vast unknown ; and our spirits 
rise higher as the baleful spell of the spot is lifted and 
left behind. 

V. 

Bar6ges is the most convenient point for the ascent of 
the Pic du Midi de Bigorre. The baths lie almost at the 
foot of this mountain, and one can make the ascent in 
about four liours, and dcscendiuL; by another side rejoin 
the road to iiigorre at the village of (irip, beyond the col 
before us. We resign the ascent, of course, under stress 
of barometer ; but this climb is assuredly one of the 
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best worth making in the Pyrenees. The Pic is ])ronii- 
nently seen from distant points everywhere through the 
region : it is visible from Pau, from the Maladetta, from 
the plain of Toulouse. Consequently these points must 
lie within its own ken. Its huge, shapely dome rises 
9400 feet into the air, and standing as it does solitary 
and apart at the edge of the plain and not buried among 
rival summits, the view from the top has been solely 
criticised as too vast for detail and too high for exact' 
ness, and commands, it is said, a fifth of all 'France. 
The ascent is easy, there being little snow upon the path 
in the summer ; there is a bridle-trail throughout, a 
small inn higher than half way, and an observatory now 
erected upon the summit. 

Wc are only intellectually cognisant of this Pic du 
Midi, however, as we jog on up toward the pass ; for the 
driving fog curtains all the peaks, at times lifting so far 
as to show the nearer slopes and perhaps the hills ahead, 
but for the most i>art enfolding even the road and our- 
selves in its maudlin affection. We pull steadily on 
through the morning, over a good road and up through 
a still dreary rci^ion of moist, sparse turf and siialy slopes 
of slate and roek and profitless debris. The occupants 
of the landau, as they look down toward us at times 
from the turn next above, wave dry and encouraging 
greetings, through the open windows ; and we wave back 
damper but equally encouraging greetings in return, 
having found that good spirits had fallen to us with 
unexpected and gratifying ease. 

Altogether it has not been in the least a long morning, 
when we finally reach the crest of the Col du Tourmalet* 
7100 feet in elevation, from which begins the descent 
toward the Campan Valley and Bigorre. This col is not 
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loved by mountaineers during the winter ; it is exposed 
to the full sweep of storms, and is one of the wild passes 
on which, as the local saying goes, " when the hurricane 
reigns the son docs not tarry for the father nor the father 
for the son." Before the Route Thermale pushed its 
way over, it was but a foot-pass, wearisomely traversed 
in saddle or litter by infrequent travelers or by invalids 
sentenced to Bareges. 

Just at the summit of the col, for a supreme minute, 
the clouds part at the rear, right and left, and roll atiray 
beneath, and we catcl) for once the long stretch of the 
desolate Valley of Bastan, with the windings of the road 
reaching backward and downward along the Hills. It is 
over while we look ; the fog writhes and twists down and 
all is greyness again. 

The carriages slip rapidly down the other side, with 
all brakes set and forty hairbreadth margins recorded 
for the outer wheels ; and, an hour from the col, we are 
safely at the hamlet of Grip, where the horses and we 
are doomed to a two hours' halt and a lunrh. The first 
inn, irrationally placed in a patch of field apart from the 
main road, does not look attractive from the distance, 
and we drive on to the second. This one, while carefullv 
non-committal in apjiearance, is at least on close terms 
with the road, and as there is no third, we cheer us with 
reminders of T.aruns and descend. 

It is a creaky liuie inn, facing a wet, cobbly yard and 
having the air of being retiring in disposition and some- 
what surprised at the advent of visitors. The landlady 
is away, it appears, and we are received by her spouse, a 
mild-mannered old man who is not used to being a host 
in himself but resignedly assumes the burden. The lunch 
is promised for the near future. The horses are led oiF. 
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the carriages covered to remain in the road, and the 
driver and the jovial guide turn to and liclp with the 
fire and stabling arrangements in a way which shows 
that they are entirely at home in the locality. 

We stand for a while on the decre])it, < ovcrcd balcony 
overlooking the yard, exchanging humorous reminis- 
cences of the ride, and idly commiserating the three 
fowls and a wet pig which appear below. We arc 

absorbed too in a 
wooden-saboted farm- 
hand of gigantic pro- 
portions who clicks 
across the cobbles at 
irregular intervals and 
exchanges repartee 
with a milk-maid in 
the doorway. He has 
a huge, knobby frame, 
bulging calves, a col- 
ored kerchief turban- 
ing his head, a rough 
costume throughout, and a fascinating though belying 
air of desperate and unscrupulous villainy. 

But the weather has still its tinge of rawness, and two 
or three of us go down stairs again and invade the den 
of tlie kirrhen. where the fire is now under way and the 
inevitable omelet ju->t in contemplation. The old man 
acts as extemporary cook. He finds a black and some- 
what oily frying-pan, suspends it over the fire to heat, 
and throws in a handful of salt to draw out the grease. 
He now looks thoughtfully about for a rag to scour it 
withal ; there is a rag of sooty environment and inferen- 
tially sooty antecedents hanging beside a box of charcoals 
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next to the chimney-place ; he horrifies some among us 
by promptly catching it up; gives the pan a vigorous 
rabbing-out with this carboniferous relic ; and certain 
appetites for omelet fade swiftly away. Their losers 
speak for a substitution of coffee and bread and fresh 
milk in lieu of all remaining courses* and beat a hasty 
retreat from the scene. 

The omelet duly appears upon the lunch-table presently 
set for us in the little room upstairs, and serves at least as 
a centre-piece, over which to tell the story of its birth ; and 
tlic coffee, excellent bread, and a huge pitcher of new, 
crcauiy milk amply reconcile all abstainers, and fortify us 
in a feeling of good-tempered toleration even for Grip. 

VI. 

Bagneres do Bigorre is placed at the openin;:-out of 
the broad Camium Valley, some distance out from the 
higher ranges and about twelve miles on from Grip. 
The fog passes off as we start again, though it is lightly 
raining still. In an hour or more \vc have fini.^hed the 
descent to the floor of the valley, and for the rest of the 
short afternoon the road runs uneventfully to the north- 
ward, for the most part level, and beaded with occasional 
villages and lesser clumps of houses. Finally, as the 
light begins to fail behind the clouds, an increased 
bustle on the road and more frequent houses passed 
announce the nearness of our destination, and the 
horses are soon trotting into Bigorre and up the wel- 
come promenade of the main street to the Hotel 
Beau S^jour. 

Past discomforts quickly recede in the warm haze of . 
present satisfactions. We absorb to the full the pleasant 
glow of the hotel drawing-room, after we have com- 
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foitably repaired the ravages of the day. Bareges is a 
grotesque phantom, and we can hardly admit that 
to-night there are people still in that shuddering, shiver- 
ing, banshee-haunted line of hospitals, high in its weird 
valley, in the cold and in the falling rain. Rayless and 
despairing their mood must be ; escape would seem 
immeasurably more to be prized than cure. Even the 
old man of Grip and his rag brighten by comparison, and 
we agree in viewing our present surroundings as a climax 
of utter content. 
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THH VALLtV OF THH SUN. . 
Dt ces mtonts wtrtiUmx** 

— 1>U liARTAS. 

** I bear Iroin Bigorie you are there." 

— LtuiU, 

An a^preeable little cit>' we find about us, the next day. 
Bigorre is one of the most well-known of the Pyrenean 
resorts, and has a steady though not accelerating popu- 
larity. The tide of ultra summer fashion has tended 
latterly toward Eaux Bonnes^ Cauterets and Luchon in 
preference ; still, Bigorre, conservative and with its own 
assured circle of friends, looks on without malice at its 
sister spas who have come to wear finer raiment than 
itself. A number of the English, — some even in winter 
and spring, — frequent Bigorre almost alone of these 
Pyrenenn resorts, and their liking for it has made it 
known, beyond the others, in their own country. The 
streets are shady and well lined ; the houses, frc<iuently 
standing apart in their own small gardens, give a pleas- 
ant impression of space and airiness. There are ninn- 
berless shop:s, where we can later replenish various 
needs. The pavements secni to have been built and 
leveled by MacAdara himself, as an enthusiast puts it ; 
and everywhere along the side of the walks bound rivu- 
lets of mountain water, so dear to these Pyrenean towns. 

aw 
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The mineral springs here are not powerful, but are 
useful in mild digestive disorders and the like, and 
afford at least a pretext for an idle summering, as springs 
will do, the world over. The Establishment is large and 
well arranged, but getting well is no such stern and 
serious affair at Bagneres do IJigorre as at Bareges, and 
here the visitors wisely mingle their saline prescriptions 
in abundant infusions of pleasure. There arc drives and 
promenades in all directions. The Casino offers con- 
certs and occasional plays and operettas, and a band in 
the main promenade entertains regularly the listening 
evening saunterers. Rightly does the town aim still to 
merit the praise given by Montaigne, who paid it a 
marked tribute in his writings : 

** He who does not bring along with him/' observes 
that great French essayist, '* so much cheerfulness as to 
enjoy the pleasure of the company he will there meet, 
[at bath-resorts,] and of the walks and exercises to which 
the beauty of the places in which baths for the most part 
are situated invites us, will doubtless lose the best and 
surest part of their effect. For this reason, I have 
hitherto chosen to go to those of the most pleasant situ- 
ation, where there was the most convenience of lodging, 
provision and company, — as the Baths of Bani^res in 
France." 

The cheery town is large enough to take on some- 
thing quite akin to a city-like air ; it has a population of 
about lo.ooo, and in summer the number has its half 
added upon it by increase of visitors and boarders. The 
hotels are praiseworthy, though making little display ; 
and a markctl attra( tiou of the town is this wide prome- 
nade of liic main street, termed the Coz/sfous, — so called, 
it is alleged, because anciently the guardians, cusiodts^ of 
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Bigorre used here to pace their nightly patrol. The 
Coustous is doubly lined with arching trees» and has seats 
and a wide path along the centre ; the carriage-ways 
enclose this, and shops and caf^s line the outer walks. A 
few squares away» another similar promenade broadens 
out, likewise vivified with trees and shops and booths. 
Facing this is the bath-establishment before mentioned, 
and beyond, in grounds of its own, the Kursaal or 
Casino. Cropping up among the houses, stout buildings 
older than the rest tell of the days when Bagneres was a 
" goodly inclosed town," the inhabitants of which had a 
hard time of it against the depredations of Lourdes and 
Maiivoisin and its other robber neighbors. 

For we are among old times again at Higorre, and 
many spots in the vic inity are rife with Middle-.Nge inci- 
dents of robljing and fighting. This region was the 
plague-spot of the < ountrv for its freebooting fortresses, 
—Lourdes, Mauvoism, i rigalet, with their adventurers 
always ready for a fracas, — the strongholds, as has been 
said, of those logicians who 

" kept to the good oM plan 
That fh<'>sc --IvMiM t.ike \s ho h.ive the power, 
And those should keep who can," 

and the provinces about them lived in constant worriment. 
This valley especially suffered from their armed bands ; 
now they raided some exposed hamlet, now made pris* 
oners of merchants or travelers on the highway, anon 
swooped down here upon Bagneres and made off with 
money and live stock in gratifying i)lenty. 

And centuries yet preceding this, the valley saw wars 
on a larger scale, when Caesar and his Romans, plough- 
ing victoriously through Gaul, came to the Aquitani and 
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crashed them down into the furrows with the rest, after 
repeated and furious resistance. The Romans knew too 
of these springs, and there are still remains of the city, — 
Vicifs Aquensis, — whicli they built on this site. In the 

• Musemii are Roman relics found while excavating, 
among them votive tablets recording the donors' grati- 
tude to the nyinj^hs of the springs for cures effected. 
Clearly, Bigorre is of no mushroom growth, but has been 
toughened and seasoned by age and warfare into the just 
reward of its nowaday repose and popularity. 

II. 

It is Sunday, and there is service in the English 
chapel, a brief walk away. It is conducted by the 
nervous, genial chaplain staying at the hotel, who after- 
wards greets us cordially at the noon luncheon-hour, 
and justifies our pleasure at finding a tongue which can 
return English for English and with fluency. He officii 
ates at Pan during the winter, he tells us, and here at 
Bigorre during the summer ; and so, in a sense, we find, 
does the hotel proprietor himself, who, with hisexpan* 
sive wife, owns a hotel in Pau as well as here, and con- 
ducts the former during the winter months, when the 
season at Bigorre is ended. 

The day is evidently that of some special saint ; the 
population is out in its brigbte-^t hues. Saints are in 
great authority with these people ; their recurrent *• days " 
fill the calendar ; their ascribed s))e( ialties are as various 
as were those of the minor Greek or Egyptian deities. All 
is in reverence, be it added : canonization is a very sacretl 
thing with the Catholic peasant. The power even of 
working ill seems to be, in curious ignorance, at times 
attributed to certain of these saints ; " I have seen with 
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my own eyes,'* relates a native Gascon writer, M. de 
Lagrize, a woman who, wishing to disembarrass her- 
self of her husband, demanded of a venerable priest, as 
the most natural thing in the world, that he should say a 
mass for her to Si, Sieairt ; she was convinced that this 
saint, unknown to martyrology, had the power of wither- 
ing up {s/cher) and kilh'ng troublesome individuals, to 
accommodate those who invoked his aid." * 

We take another walk in the afternoon through the 
streets of the town, and afterward com[)are international 
notes once more with our rordial English <lergynian. 
It is renewedly grateful to hear again the mother tongue 
spoken understand ingly by a 'stranger. The utter and 
unaccountable absence of our own countrymen's faces 
and voices from these Pyrenean resorts gives one con- 
stantly a touch of regret. One longs occasionally for 
the crisp American greeting, — the quick lighting-up, the 
national hand-shake, a comparison of adventures. Sav- 
ing by two compatriot met in Biarrita, we have found 
our nation entirely unrepresented in or near the summer 
Pyrenees. 

UK 

Bagn^res is too far to the northward to be in touch 
with true mountain expeditions. Its only "star" in this 
line is the majestic Pic du Midi de Bigorre, which, being 
itself an outlying peak, is much nearer us than the main 
range and is often ascended from Higorre, — a conveyance 
being taken to Grip and the start on foot or horseback 
made from that point. There are, besides, a number of 

* " This womin." naWely «dfU the writer, «' irritated at the refusal 

of the priest, showed that she could ilispeitse with nintly help in the 
matter altogether : !»he killed her husband herself, with a gun." 
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lesser moTintains about, and drives ami longer excursions 
unnumbered. A rifle pcrliaps m(»st rccommcndable, 
though not always nicntioiud in the hand-books, is one 
that will bring us back again for a day to the times of our 
rascally acquaintance, Count Gaston Phoiibus, and his 
contemporaries. This is to the castle of Mauvoisin be- 
fore mcntiontdt-^**Jlfamfais poisin^** — " bad neighbor/* as 
it abundantly proved itself to Bigorre. It lies but ten miles 
away, in a northeast direction ; it is reached best by the 
carriage-road, and the trip can readily be made in a half' 
day. This was one of the Aquitaine fortresses which 
with Lourdes, it will be remembered, fell into the hands 
of the English, about the middle of the fourteenth 
century, as part of the ransom of King John of France. 
Raymond of the Sword was appointed its governor, and 
a right loyal sword did he prove him:>clf to own. But 
Mauvoisin could not resist siege as Lourdes could. The 
Duke of Anjou was soon at it, determined to recapture 
it for the French, and after a stiff course of starving and 
thirstini:. the garrison surrendered and Mauvoisin came 
back to the French ilag. 

It was near this spot that a peculiarly savage and yet 
ludicrous fight once occurred. It was during the same 
robbcresque period, — about the middle of the fourteenth 
century ; and Froissart gives us an animated account of 
it ; he was on the way to Orthcz throut;!! this very 
region, and his traveling companion tells him of the 
event as they pass : 

A party of reckless men«at>arms, bent on mischief and 
plunder, had sallied out from Lourdes, it seems, on a 
long foray. They were a hundred and twenty lances in 
all, and they had two dashing leaders, Emauton de Sainte 
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Colombe and Le Mengeant de Sainte Basile, — the latter 
well called the Robin Hood of the Pyrenees. They 
were all men whose very breath of life was in thieving 
and combat. The band had " lifted ** an abundance of 
booty ; they liad exploited the country as far even as 
Toulouse, " finding in the meadows great quantities of 
cattle, pigs and sheep, which they seized, as well as 
some substanti.il men from the flat countries, and drove 
them all before them." 

The Governor of Tarbes and other knights and squires 
of Bigorrc heard of this mischief and determined to 
attack the marauders. They assemMcd at Tournay, a 
town not far from Bigorrc and close by Mauvoisin, and 
counted up two hiimlred men. Among them was our 
athletic celebrity, the Hourg d'Kspaign, the same who 
carried the ass and wood upstairs, that t'hrisUnas Day at 
Orthci:. He was a regiment in himself, "being well 
formed, of a large size, strongly made and not too much 
loaded with flesh ; you will not find his equal in all 
Gascony for vigor of body.'* At Tournay they prepared 
to lie in wait and spring on the thieving band as it 
returned. 

The Lourdes roughs had wind of the ambush on their 
homeward way. They were quite as ready for a fight as a 
foray, but prudently divided their numbers : one detach* 
ment was to drive the booty around by the bridge half- 
way between Tournay and Mauvoisin and thence on 
through by-roads ; while the main band was to march in 
order of battle on the high ground and so draw the at- 
tack. Both sections were later to meet at a point beyond, 
from whence they w^ould soon be safely at I ourdcs. " On 
this they departed ; and there remained with the ])rinci- 
pal division Ernauton de Sainte Colombe, Le Mengeant 
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de Sainte Basiie, and full eighty companions, all men-at- 
arms ; there were not ten varlets among them. They 
tightened their armor, fixed their helmets, and, grasping 
their lances, marched in close order, as if they were 
instantly to engage ; they indeed expected nothing else, 
for they knew their enemies were in the field." 

The Bourg nnd his friends scented the stratagem in 
turn, and promptly divided themselves likewise. He 
himself with one division guarded the river passage, 
which they suspected the cattle and prisoners would be 
sent around to cross. The other division, under the 
Governor of Tarbes, took the higli ground. 

At the Pass of Marteras, not far from the castle, the 
governor's division met the main body of the enemy. 
*^They instantly dismounted, and leaving their horses 
to pasture, with pointed lances advanced, for a combat 
was unavoidable, shouting their cries : ' St George for 
Lourde !' *Our Lady for Bigorre ! ' " 

Now it is to be remembered that fighters in those days 
were often cased in armor from crown to sole, — a pre* 
posterous armor, burdensome and unwieldy, but almost 
utterly invulnerable. Sword-blows might dint it for 
hours without doing damage ; the danger in battle lay 
chiefly in simple over-exertion. This gives the ludicrous 
point to the demure narration made to Froissart by his 
companion : 

" They charged each other, thrusting their spears with 
all their strength, and, to add greater force, urged them 
forward with their breasts. The combat was very equal ; 
and for some time none was struck down, as I heard 
from those present. When they had sufficiently used 
their spears, they threw them down, and with battle-axes 
began to deal out terrible blows on both sides. This 
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action lasted for three hours, and it was marvelous to sec 
how well they fought and defended themselves. W hen 
any were so worsted or out of breath that they could not 
longer support the fight, they seated themselves near a 
large ditch full of water in the middle of the plain, when, 
having taken off their hehnets, they refreshed themselves ; 
this done, they replaced their helmets and returned to 
the combat. I do not believe there ever was so well 
fought or so severe a battle as this of Marteras in 
Bigorre, since the famous combat of thirty English 
against thirty French knights in Brittany. 

"They fought hand to hand, and Ernauton de Sainte 
Colombe was on the point of being killed by a squire 
of the country called GuUlonet de Salenges, who had 
pushed him so hard that he was quite out of bseath, 
when I will tell you what happened: Ernauton had a 
servant who was a spectator of the battle, neither attack- 
ing nor attacked by any one; but seeing his master 
thus distressed, he ran to him and wresting the battle- 
axe from his hand, said : ' Ernauton, go and sit down ! 
recover yourself ! you cannot longer continue the battle/ 
With this battle-axe, he advanced upon the squire and 
gave him such a blow on the helmet as made him stag- 
ger and almost fall down. Guillonet, smarting from the 
blow, was very wroth, and made for the servant to strike 
him with his axe on the head ; but the varlet avoided it, 
and grappling with the squire, who was much fatigued, 
turned him round and tlung him to the ground under 
him, when he said : ' I w ill put you to death if you do 
not surrender yourself to my master.' 

*** And who is thy master ? ' 

*•* Ernauton de Sainte Colombe, with whom you have 
been so long engaged.' 
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•* The Mjuire, tiiulini; he had not the ndvantngc, being 
under the servant, who had his dagger ready to strike, 
surrendered, on condition to deliver hiui.self prisoner 
within fifteen days at the castle of Lourdc, whether 
rescued or not. 

"Of such service was this servant to his master ; and 
I must say, Sir John, that there was a superabundance 
of feats of arms that day performed, and many compan- 
ions were sworn to surrender themselves at Tarbes and 
at Lourde. The Governor of Tarbes and Le Mengeant 
de Sainte Basile fought hand to hand, without sparing 
themselves, and performed many gallant deeds, while all 
the others were fully employed ; however, they fought 
so vigorously that they exhausted their strength, and 
both were slain on the spot 

** Upon this, the combat ceased by mutual consent, for 
they were so worn down that they could not longer wield 
their axes ; some disarmed themselves, to recruit their 
strength, and left there their arms. Those of Lourde car« 
ried home with them the dead body of Le Mengeant ; as 
the French did that of Ernauton to Tarbes ; and in order 
that the memory of this battle shonld be preser\ ed, they 
ere( ted a cross of stone on the place where these two 
knights had fought and died." 

At the bridge, a few miles away, the otlier sections 
met, and Itelabured each other as vigorously as did those 
at the pass. 'Vhc I'.our;^ d'l^sjjaign performed wonders : 
" he wielded a batlle-axe, and never hit a man with it 
but he struck him to the ground. He took with his own 
hand the two captains, Comillac and Perot Palatin de 
B^arn. A squire of Navarre was there slain, called 
Ferdinand de Miranda, an expert man*at-arms. Some 
who were present say the Bourg d'Espaign killed 
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him ; others, that he was stifled through the heat of 
his armor. 

In short, the pillage was rescued and all who con- 
ducted it slain or made prisoners ; for not three escaped, 
excepting varlets, who ran away and crossed the river 
by swimming. Thus ended this business, and the garri- 
son of Lourde never had such a loss as it suffered that 
day. The prisoners were courteously ransomed or mu- 
tually exchanged ; for those who had been engaged in 
this combat had made sweral i)risoners on each side, so 
that it behooved them to treat each other handsomely." 

** Such," laughs Johnson, " was a fight of men-ai-arms 
in the Middle Ages,— derived from the graphic descrip- 
tion of Froissart, in whose narrative there always runs 
an undercurrent of sly humor when portraying the mili- 
tary extravagances of the age. And it is impossible to 
avoid the contagion ; for who can picture in any more 
serious style a hurly-burly of huge, iron>clad, suffocating, 
perspiring warriors, half blinded with helmet and visor 
and scarce able to stir beneath the metallic pots encom- 
passing them around ; belaboring and hustling each 
other about with weapons quite unequal to reach the 
flesh and blood within, till, out of breath and blown with 
fatigue, they sate down as coolly as they could and 
refreshed themselves ; then getting up again, again drove 
all the breath out of their bodies, — and all without doing 
the least mortal harm, unless somebody died of the heat 
or was smothered to death in his own armorial devices/' 

IV. 

This I,e Mengeant, the worthy killed in his armor, as 
above recorded, at the Pass of Marteras, had been the hero 
13 



290 A MiOSUMMtK DRlVt THROUGH THE PYRENEES. 



of more than one bedeviling exploit during his career 
thus untimely cut oif. One I cannot forbear giving, told 
in these Chronicles and retold with charming gusto by 
the writer above mentioned. Le Mengeant, it would 
seem, had evidently " a strong notion of the humorous 
in his composition. One time, he set out, accompanied 
by four others, all with shaven crowns and otherwise 
disguised as nn abbot and attendants going from upper 
Gascony to Paris on business. Having reached the Sign 
of the Angel at Montpelier, a suitable hostelry for such 
holy men, they soon gained much credit for their saintly 
deportment and conversation ; insomuch that a rich man 
of the city, Sir B(5ranger, was fain to avail himself of 
their com])an^' and ghostly comfort h>y the wny. ^\'c 
not'nii\goi the generosity which prom[)tcd tlic liol\ t.uhcr 
to offer Sir Beranger an escort free of all expense, so 
much was he ( i]»tivnted by that genilcman'» charming 
society. One can imagine the sly winks and contnrtivins 
inter( hniigt (1 I>v this [lions i>arty a^ the \ irtiin fell into 
the trap. But no amount ut imagin iiion can ever do 
justice to the features of Sir Beranger, when, three 
leagues from the city, the right reverend prelate and his 
apostolic brethren threw off the mask with peals of un- 
canonical laughter, led the wretched cit off to Lourdes 
through crooked by-roads, and there extracted from his 
disconsolate relatives five thousand francs of ransom, — 
which they, holy men, doubtless devoted to the purposes 
of their order. There is a story for a rhymer Sherwood 
forest could not beat ! 

"It is but proper to set society right as to those gallant 
days of chivalry, when kt^i:,.its fought for the love of 
ladies' eyes and gh>ry t at lived for ever. More practical 
men are hardly to be found in business to-day, for they 
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never lost sight of that grand maxira, to "get money.** 
" (^mrtnda peettma pHmum^ idrius post wumtws" was a 
motto each knight might have much more truly borne 
upon his shield than the charming bits of brag and senti- 
ment cunningly designed for that purpose by accommo- 
dating heraldry. Money they got, honestly if they could, 
but they got it; and to do them justice they spent it 
right jovially, as all such gallant spirits do when they are 
disbursing what does not belong to them. After all, 
time only alters the characters in the Drama, — the plot 
is pretty much the same ; and with a suburban villa for 
a chdteau, a face of brass for a coat of iron, and a steel 
pen for a steel sword, your gallant knight of to>day 
stortns his bank or pltmders his neighbors from an 
entrenched joint-stock fortress or leads on his hand to 
surprise the public pocket from some tangled thicket of 
swintlling,— just upon the same principles as our old 
Pyrenean friends." 



CHAPTER XVI. 



THE INTEKLAKEN OF THE PYRENEES. 

" Ptrk ftukdstie au sein det PyrfiUet 
Par towrier qu'ou Homnu r£ttrtul, 

ye le prc'Jis de belles destin/es ; 

I' huiiianilJ U d<n( fht^ li'tiv atiff!. 

Car r ^Iran^i-r dans ta <harmattte enertntc 

Tro*we t<mjours^ smvatit son rang, wn amw, 

Le htm mcenat^ riwspitAlHi Minte, 

Que sait ogrir fhaUimU LutkcH." 

—Local Odt. 

We now prepare for the last and longest drive on the 
Route Thermalc, — that from Bigorre to Luchon. The 
distance is forty-four miles ; the journey can be made in 
one long day, but owing to the amount of work for the 
horses against collar/* it is wiser to break it into two. 
This can be done at the village of Arreau, the only practi- 
cable resting-place between. There are two severe cols to 
cross on this trip, one on this side of Arreau, the other 
beyond ; the first is the most noted of all the Fyrenean cols 
for the immense and striking view it commands. This 
pass, the ColetAspitt, is but a morning's drive from Bigorre, 
and is often made an excursion even by those not going 
to Luchon. Another mode of reaching Luchon from 
Bigorre is by rail, both places being at the end of 
branches from the main line. But the charm of monn- 
tiin tr,i\ ; I is in these magnifircnt roads, and lew loving 
this charm would wisely sacrifice it to a mere gain in time. 

292 
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Allotting, then, two days for the journey, we are not 
impelled to drive off from Bigorre at any unseasonably 
early hour. In fact it is verging upon noon when the 
start is made. Our Tourmalet conveyances have long 
since gone back, and we have a fresh landau and victoria 
duly ciiartered, with two strong and capable-looking 
drivers. For the first half hour or more tlie road retraces 
its steps down the vnlley toward the foot of the Tourmalet, 
only l)rcaking off at the vilhige of Ste. Marie. Through 
this we had passed in the late afternoon rain of tlie 
drive from luireges, and here our ]>resent rond strikes 
away from the Bareges route and directs its way toward 
the Col d'Aspin. 

The Vale of Canip.ui, in which we are running, has 
long had its praisr> ai)|>reciatively «;nnc;. It is fertile 
and smiling, but we deride that it d<)i.> net \ ic with the 
Eden of Argelis. 'I'hc irmcnihrance ot' that ha])[)y 
valley under ihc full afternuun sun, as we saw ii in 
driving to Cauterets, diverse in its sweet fields and 
silenced fortresses, will long hold off all rival landscapes. 
The road twines on between pastures and ryc>fields, as 
we approach again nearer and nearer the mountains, and 
after an easy two>hour trot, we are drawn up before the 
little inn of Paillole, the last lunching-station before 
crossing the cot. Here is found the tidy air of nearly 
all these little hostelries, and our confidence in them, 
born at Laruns and nowhere as yet injured save by the 
demon kettle^rag of Grip, finds nothing here to further 
cripple it in any way. There is an old man at hand to 
greet us, as at Grip, but his wife is by, as well, and her 
alert, trim manner is alien to all sooty napery. It is 
always unfair to carry over a suspicious spirit from 
past causes of suspicion ; and we prudently refrain 
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from tampering, by remiQiscencer with present good 

ini prcssions. 

Pending the preparation of the repast, we wander out 
about the grounds. The Campan Gave is sufficiently 
wide to be called a river, and flows at the rear of the 
hotel kitchen-ii.irdcn in a broad, rock-broken bed. It is 
pleasnnt to stand by its cool, firm rush, and grow alive 
to the sound of it and to the pusliing of the wind and to 
tile while and blue of elouds and >ky framing the sun- 
shine. Cities and city lite fall so suddenly out of sight, 
as an unreal thing, in the presence of these rustlings ot 
Nature's garments. 

F'rom this winning little olitory plot here at the side 
of the house by the river, we can see under an arbored 
porch the kitchen itself, open to the world. The old 
woman is at work within, as we can also see, at the 
needful culinary incantations; and assisting her with 
single-minded but safely-controlled zeal is her husband 
the landlord, aproned for the occasion. 

But nearer by, close to the stream, bur host has a 
flooded trout-box, and he presently comes stumbling out 
to it along some rough boards thrown down for a path. 
He unlocks the padlock, opens the lid, and we group 
around tr> witness ihe sacrifice^ — innocent speckle-sides 
butchered to make a Pyrenean holiday. There is no 
fly-casting, no adroit play of rod and reel ; the old gen- 
tleman plunges in his bare arm, there is a splashing and 
a struggle, and his hand has closed over a victim and 
brings it up to the light, — a glistening trout, alive, 
breathless, and highly surprised and annoyed. He takes 
the upper jaw in his other thumb and forefinger and 
bends it sharply backward ; something breaks at the 
base of the skull and the fish lies instantly dead. This 
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painless mode of taking off is new to us, and we concur in 
approving its suddenness and certainty. And so he 
proceeds, until the baker's dozen of trout lie on the 
boards at his feet. Then he closes and locks the box, 
bows to the spectators, and retires with the spoils ; while 
we go back to our communings with the river and the 
garden. 

II. 

It is a trifle later than it should be when wc finally 
start afresh ; ;ind newly-comc rloiids are moping about 
the mountains and banking' iin unwclcomely nc.ir the 
hills of the co! ahead. The ascent begins at once in 
long, gradual sw ct i>.s, and for an hour as \vr ride and 
walk progrcssivtly higher, the view of the \ alley behind 
lessens in the haze, and the clouds in front become thicker 
and thicker. There is then a straight incline toward the 
last, of a mile or more ; the notch of the col is .sharivcut 
against the sky just ahead, and wc hurry on to gain 
a shred at least of the vanishing view before it is too 
late. In vain ; we are standing upon the Col d'Aspin, — a 
herd of cloud-fleeces wholly filling the new valley ahead 
and now whitening also the Campan Vale behind us. 

This is not such an irremediable disappointment as 
might appear. We resolve now and here to outgeneral 
circumstances. The view from the Col d'Aspin is un- 
questionably too line to be lost, and we decide to return 
from I.uchon to Bigorre by this same route, instead of 
leaving by rail. Thus we shall recross this col ; and 
vengeful care shall be taken to await a flawless day for 
the crossing. 

So wc get into the carriages again and speed off down 
the long slopes which lead into the Arreau basin, grimly 
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regarding the clouds and promising ourselves recoupment 
to the full. By the road, it is five miles before the carriages 
will be on level ground again, and three miles thence to 
Arreau. The drivers point nut a short-cut down the 
mountain, and some of us arc (juii kly on foot, crossing 
the rond's great arcs with steep descent, stepping lower 
and l(»vver over pastures and ploughed ground and 
through reappearing copses nnd thickets, until we are at 
last ujiuu the road again in the floor of the valley. Here 
at a stone bridge the part) tiuds us, and soon after, all 
are bowling into Arreau and traversing its one long 
street to the low door of the Hotel d'Angleterre. 

There is naught of the pretentious abont the Hotel 
d'Angleterre. It is listless and antique and not worldly 
wise, but we very soon find that it is in good order and 
cjuite able to entertain Americans unawares. There is a 
stone hallway with a large, square staircase tn the centre ; 
upstairs, the rooms, though low-ceiled, are commodious 
and airy ; and we find a tolerable reception-room below, 
near the entrance. In the rear is a charming garden 
of terraces and rose-beds and flat-topped trees and odd 
nooks for caf6-tables ; and later in the evening a neat 
service of tea and tartines brightens our pathway to the 
wider gardens of sleep. 

III. 

Arreau, as we find it in the morning, has little more to 
show than the long street through w hich we drove on 
arrival. Age-rusted eaves overhang the white-washed 
w:d!s of the houses; there are queer, primitive little 
shoj)^ and local calhireis or taverns, the latter sheltering 
their outside benches and deal tables behind tall box- 
j)lants set (Hit in stationary green tubs upon the pavement. 
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Midway down the street is a venerable market-shelter, 
a roomy structure consisting simply of a roof and 
countless stone pillars. Its parallels may not infre* 

quently be seen elsewhere in Europe, — as at Lucerne 
and Annecy and Canterbury ; there is no side-wall, no 
enclosure ; all is public and out of doors, a habit of 
many years back, and on market-days it is the centre 
of interest for the entire district. I'herc is little to 
tempt, in the stores ; beyond dry tablets of Bayoiine 
( hoeolale and some time-hardened confectionery sold 
in a musty little shoj) below the church, we find 
nothing to buy combining the interc^jt and lastingncss 
of a proper memento. Arreau is in short an old- 
fashioned town in all particulars, unawakened even by 
the thoroughfaring of the Route Thermale. 

The church, with its sculptured arms and round 
chance], is another work of the Templars, — one of 
several in this valley, for the territory was once assigned 
by a Count of Bigorre to their order, and one town in 
the district, Bord&res by name, was even erected by 
them into a commandery. On the destruction of the 
order in 131 2, nearly all the Templars throughout the 
county of Bigorre, with their commander, Bernard de 
Montagu, were seized, and were executed at Auch and 
their i)ossessions confiscated. Afterward, the valley 
passed to the Counts of Armagnac, whose wickedness 
and family ])ride were intense enougli to have prompted 
that most transcendent of bonsts, " In hell, we are a 
great house ! " and who waged more than one sti£f feud 
with Hearn and the Counts of Fuix. 

We drive off toward Luchon after the survey, not 
lea\ing a final farewell, since we ^hall pass liirough 
once more in returning to cross again the Col d'.Aspin. 
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'I'he col before us now, cutting off the Arrein valley 
from that of Luchon, is the Col de Peyresourde^ the last 
of the throes of the Route Thcrmale : and up the sides 
of the mountain the carriages unceasingly climb during 
the forenoon until the crest is reached. From this the 
road lowers itself ai^ain by the usual complicated zig- 
zags. The dauntless Higlivvay of the Hot Springs here 
completes its work and allows itself a last well-earned 
rest along the smoother valley, until by two o'clock we 
see it find its final end in the broad avenue leading into 
Luchon. 

IV. 

Luchon is easily the queen of all these beautiful Pyre- 
nean resorts. We very soon concur in this, I have 
called it the Pyrenees Interlaken, and this perhaps de- 
scribes it more tersely than description. It is in fact 
surprisingly like Interlaken ; its broad, arbored highways 
or hdheivegSy its rich hotels, its general enamel of opu- 
lence and leisure, suggest the charm of that Swiss para- 
dise at every turn. Only the great glow of the Jungfrau 
is missing, but one need not go far, as we shall later see, 
to view alninst its full ecpial. 

'* It is not possible to be silent about Luchon," de- 
clares liic enthusiastic essayist who described so a}jpreci- 
atively the fair valley of Luz. " Luchon is a capital. No 
other place in the world represents beauty and pleasure in 
the same degree ; no other town is so thoroughly typical of 
thedistrictover whicli it presides. One cannouiore imagine 
the Pyrenees without Luchon than Luchon without the 
Pyrenees ; neither of them is conceivable without the 
other ; together, they form a picture and its frame. A 
region of loveliness, amusement and hot water needed a 
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metropolis possessing the same three features in the 
highest degree; in l iuhon they are concentrated with 
a completeness of winch no e\am])le is to be found 
elsewhere. No valley is so delirious ; nowhere is there 
such an accumulation oi diversions ; nowhere are there so 
many or such varied mineral springs. If it be true that 
a perfect capital should present a summary of the char- 
acteristics and aspects of its country, then Luchon is 
certainly the most admirable central city that men have 
built, for no other represents the land around it so faith« 
fully as Luchon does. Neither Mexico nor Merv, nor 
Timbuctoo nor Lassa, nor Winnipeg nor Naples, attain 
its symbolic exactness." 

We And super4uxurtous quarters at the Richelieu, one 
of the handsomest of the handsome hotels, and groan at 
the narrowing limitations of the calendar. Before us is a 
wide, leafy park, with rustic pavilions, and an artificial lake 
enlivened with swans ; these grounds are a constant pleas- 
ure ; you stroll under the trees and listen to the music and 
see all humanity unroll itself along the paths about you. 
Here stands the Establishment, a low, many-columned 
building, whose effect from without is unusual and jilcas- 
ing. Within, the noticeable feature is the great entrance 
stairway and hall, the latter with the proportions of a 
Roman < hurch and adorned with wall-j)aintings in large 
panels. Be\ond, still in the park, is a graceful rustic 
kiosipie, where other than sulphureous drinks are dealt 
out and where many people contrive to linger in passing. 
Here, in the mellow afternoon, Luchon is unfurling 
itself, as we saunter along; the broad space abutting 
on the Establishment is the focus of the throng, silk- 
sashed children are i)Iaying, boys selling bonbons or the 
illustrated papers, fashionable French messieurs and mes- 
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dames and inc>dcinoiselles taking the air and portraying 
the modes. 

We turn to the right, and emcigc from the park into 
the main promenade of the town. This is the All^e 
d*£tigny. It sets the type of these noted Luchon streets^ 
— unusually broad, overhung with a fourfold row of im- 
mense lime-trees, and bordered with hotels and with 
enticing and polychromadc shops and booths quite 
equal to those of Interlaken. These wide Allies give to 
the village one of its individual charms. There are 
several of them,— among others, the AU^e de la Pique 
and the AUee de Piqu^, starting one from each end of 
the Allee d'Etigny ; these meet in an irregular figure, 
edged by villas and penaons^ and everywhere green and 
shaded. Others lead out along the streams. This 
pii i.itude of shade is another of the i>lace's attractions ; 
foliage is nowhere more abundant ; trees stock the park, 
the streets, all the avrnucs of approach, — their cool 
canopy gratefully filtering the July snn. 

The D'Etitrny is clearly the chief of the Alices, .ind 
we make slow jitogrc^s pi-t its temptin;^ bootlis, and 
tlower-stalls and solider emporiuma. rroincnaders arc 
out ill force ; c.in iagcs arc rolling forth from the town for 
a Lite afternoon drive or returning from an earlier ; the 
omnibuses come clattering uj) from the arriving train ; 
we have scarcely found such a joyous stir south of the 
boulevards of Paris. 

It is of its own kind, this midsummer fashion, and, 
whether in its beach or mountain homes, as worthy to be 
absorbed and appropriated in its turn as the antiquity of 
Morlaas or the silence of the Cirque. We enjoy it unre- 
sistingly as we idle down the bright street, eyes and ears 
alert to its beauties and its harmonies. 
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But there is the seamy side to Luchoii, as to many things 
on earth : you go but a few paces from tluse opulent 
Alices and you find ])overty. Frowsy women stare at 
us from rickety liouses in the old part of the town ; 
children, no longer silk-sashed but tlui-stained and 
ignorant, play in tlie niud-heaps ; patient old tinkers 
and cobblers are seen in the dim shops at work. The 
very poor rarely gain by the growth of their neighbors. 
These in Luchon seem not to feci envy, but they have no 
part nor heart in the pride of civic progress around them. 
They keep on along their stolid, uncomplaining ways, 
having long ago faced the fact that they were immovably 
at the bottom of Fortune's wheel, and having forgotten 
since even to repine over it. 

Turning off into the second All^e of the triangle^ we 
find ourselves presently in view of the Casino, which 
stands back in a park of its own, set in trees, and pos« 
sessing a theatre and concert>room, drawing-room or 
conversation -hall, and the usual cafe and reading-apart- 
ments. There is opera every second night, and a small 
daily entrance-charge to the buildinii. which mav be 
compounded by purchasing a ticket for the month or 
the seastjn. 

The remaining avenue crosses back to the beginning 
of the first, ending with a long building given up to a 
species of universal ba/aar, whose divisions and stands, 
festooned with crimson cambric, dispia)' confectionery, 
worsted goods, paper-weights of Pyrenean niarbles, and 
nick-nacks of high and low degree. Opposite is a large 
store comfortingly called " Old England " ; it augurs the 
presence and patronage of at least a few of the British 
race at Luchon, and offers a homelike stock of Anglo- 
Saxon goods. The walk has brought us out once more 
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at the coiner facing our hotel, and the hoar for lable- 
d'hotc strikes clfinly on the ear. 

V. 

Luchon owes much to one man. This was a certain 
Intendant of the province and of Bigorre and B^arn, who 
lived about the middle of the last century and was the 
roost practical and enterprising governor the region 
ever had. The Luchonnais honor the name of the 
Baron d*£tigny. He believed in his Pyrenees ; he be* 
lieved in their future, and set himself to speeding it with 
all his heart. He not only expended his salary but his 
private fortune ; he wrought extraordinary changes in 
facilities both for trade and travel, and, curiously enough, 
made an extraordinary number of enemies in doing so. 
Towns and districts were spurred up to their duty ; tree- 
nurseries established, agriculture stimulated, sheep and 
merinos and blooded horses inii)orted for breeding; 
lawlessness found itself siuldenly under ban ; and in 
C5j)cr,ial, p iths and roads were cut through the coun- 
try in nil dire< lions, two huntlred leagues of them, 
opening uj) to trade and fashion sp(jt after spot oii1y 
half accessible before. Thus Eaux Cliaudes, Cauterets, 
St. Sauvcur, Bareges, Luchon, previously gained only by 
footways, were by D'Ktigny made accessible for wheeled 
vehicles ; uncertain trails were made over into good 
bridle-paths ; and routes also over some of the cols 
were begun which have been since gathered up into 
the sweep of the Route Thermale. 

On Luchon particularly, D'£tigny*8 kind offices fell ; 
and Luchon resented them the most acridly. But the 
fostering hand was quite able to close into a fist. 
D'^tigny pushed his plans firmly, despite opposition. 



Digitized by Go 



THE INTERLAKEN OF THE PYRENEES. 



305 



Pending the construction of a road from Montr^jcau 
opening full access to the valley, the town itself was 
taken in hand. The main street, now the AU6e d*£tigny, 
was projected ; the springs, — from which the town was 
then some little distance away,~were rehabilitated ; and 
to replace the rough path leading to them he proceeded 
to level the ground between and open three additional 
aM nncs, each planted with quadruple ranges of trees. 
But this last innovation wrought trouble ; it focused the 
growing opposition ; every chair^carrier and pony-hirer 
in Luchon, together with every owner of the lands 
condemned, spitefully resented the opening of the new 
routes. Combining with the neighboring mountaineers, 
they rose one night and utterly demolished all three of 
the a\fnnes, uprooting the young trees, leaving the 
ways strewed with debris and wholly inij)assable. 

D'Etigny calmly built them up anew, and with in- 
creased care. 

They were demolished again. 

Even the Intendant's patience failed then. He built 
the roads the third time, but in addition to trees he 
studded them with troops. 

They were not molested after that. Their enemies 
found they had a man against them who meant what he 
said and was prepared to stand by it. Eventually they 
veered around even into respect; Luchon in the end 
grew to rejoice in her All^s unreservedly ; they stand to 
this day, and D'^tigny's name is all but canonized under 
the lindens which once heard him vigorously cursed. 

VI. 

Luchon is undoubtedly over-petted. The belle of the 
spas is a trifle spoiled. The inblowing of fashion has 
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been fanning her self-appreciation for years. Prices are 
crowded to the highest notch, for the season is short 
and one must live ; the hotels are expensive, tliough 
pensions and apartment-housLS mitigate this ; the cost 
of living is high for the rcgicjn, though always low 
when judged by hi)ine standards ; articles in the shoi)sare 
chiefly of luxury, and even carriages and guides arc a[>- 
prai.->cd at advanced rates. It is the extreme of French 
fashion wiiicii comes to Luchoii. liaux Bonnes and 
Cauterets are close rivals, but Luchon is the queenliest 
of the triplet. As a consequence, the place shows a 
touch of caprice, of vanity, even of arrogance ; pros« 
perity is a powerful tonic, but sometimes its iron enters 
into the souU 

Notwithstanding, the bright little town ends by en> 
chaining us completely. During the days we pass in its 
Alices and valines, we come to agree that there could be 
fewer more captivating spots for a summer wanderer, 
singly or en famillt', seeking a six weeks' resting-place in 
the mountains. It will grow at length into the recogni- 
tion of the English and Americans, now so unaccount- 
ably unknowing of this mountain-garden ; the prediction 
lies on the surface that in time it must open rivalry 
almost with that much-loved InterUken it so happily 
resembles. 

The finisliing ( luirin of Luchon is its nearness to the 
great peaks. Ice and snow are but scantily in sight 
from the valley itself, but a short rise upon any of the 
surrounding hills shows summits and glacier fields oa 
all sides but the norlti, and niuic ambilunis trijts qm« klv 
|)lace one among them. The range culminates in tins 
region ; from east and west it has been gradually rising to 
a centre, and south from Luchon it finds its climax, at- 
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taining in the bulky system of the Maladetta to its full 

stature of over eleven thousand feet. This mountain mass 
is the lion of the Pyrenees. It Hes in Spanish territory, 
on the other side of an intervening chain ; but from a 
noted port in the crest of the latter, three hours from 
the town, the eye sweeps it from base to brow, and its 
ascent is made from the Luchon valley as hcadqunrters. 

There is a pecuiuir attr.iction in the pro.ximity of the 
liii;lKst mountain of a range. But if Luchon in this re- 
sembles Chamouni, in all other respects it holds it-, 
parallel wuh 1 iitcrlakL-n. Here, as there, other groups 
of important peaks are scattered within reach of attack ; 
explorations on the higher glaciers are facile ; the 
Vallcc du I.ys is its Lauterbrunncn, the I'tjrulc Vcii.isque 
its Wengern Alp. Within reach of the idler majority, 
there is a walk, a drive, or a point of view for each day 
of the month. The roads now pierce every adjoining 
valley, and paths climb up to alt the summits that fence 
them in. 

Vll. 

A day or two pass uneventfully over us as we linger 
under the trees at Luchon, and then we shake off the 

spell, to look for its mountain neighbors. One of the 
peaks from which the panorama of the Maladetta chain 
can be best seen is the Pic d'Etttfi dJ,\ a noted point for 
an object-lesson of the mountains' relief. Some of us 
accordingly resolve to ascend it. We have at last begun 
to recognize the trnlh of a truism, — that of early rising 
among the mountams. Always given in all *' Advice to 
Pedestrians," in all " Physicians' Holiday*;." in all liand- 
l>ooks and guides, it hnd \vurn off int(5 a cuiumonplace, 
founded chiefly, it seemed, on a priori health-saws and 
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on repetition. But there is reason, we iind, in this 
worthy ac<iuaintance, and a reason (luite apart frona 
health-saws, for it is a weather reason. The great pro^ 
portion of these Pyrenean days, barring the rainy ones* 

run a uniform career : gold in the morning, silver at 
noon, gold again at night. The early mornings are 
brilliantly cloudless ; hy nine or ten o'clock the horizon 
whitens, ^ — it is the dreaded brmtilhird ; faint cloud-bnlls 
are taking ^liape ; they roll liglul\ in. bounding like 
soap-lmljhles along the peaks, finallv tlmging sot'ilv 
about them ; and liy n<j(jn, though the zenith holds slUI 
its rich southern blue, the ( ircle of the hills is broken, 
the higiier summits thiekly hung with misty gauze, in 
the late afternoon, the breeze dislodges the intruders, 
and softly polishes the rock and ice of the peaks until 
at dusk they are free again from even a shred of vapor. 

Thus, even on fine days, a line view is rare unless it is 
an early one. We deplore this unhappy trait of the 
weather and deeply resent its arbitrariness. But resent- 
ment is fruitless under a despotism. And there is after 
alt a certain glow of superciliousness in being up early ; 
the feat once accomplished, it brings its own reward; 
one feels a comforting disdain for the napping thou- 
sands who are losing the crisp, unbreathed freshness in 
the air and on the mountains ; one speedily ceases 
regretting the missing forty winks, as he opens eyes and 
lungs and heart to the spirit of the morning. 

We accordingly arrange for .m early start, not ])re- 
cisely resigned, but resolved nevertheless. The guide, 
a*; instructed, knocks at our doors in the morning, just 
lict'circ six oVlork. We h< ir the fatal words : " It makes 
fine Wi ithcr, inon-^iLur ; " wr awaki-, inij>recating but 
still resolveil ; we call out a response of assent, still 
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imprecating ; nerve ourselves to rise, — struggle mentally 
to do so, — struggle more faintly, — yield imperceptibly, — 
forget for an instant to struggle at all, — and in another 
instant we are restfully back beyond recall in the land 
of dreams. 

Our resentment was stronger than we knew. 

When the carriage finally carries us out from the 
town, it is the fifth hour at least after sunrise and more 
than three after our time for starting. We should have 
had half of the Ent^cadc licticath n>, and are but just 
(juitting Luchoii. The inev itable thin Hnes of mist arc 
already cobwchbin^; ihe horizons ; but tlicrc is a ^ood 
breeze abroad to-day and the clouds arc not resting so 
quietly in the niches as uMial. So we comfort us greatly, 
and tlic liorscs urge forw ard up the valley, themselves 
seeming! V full of hojie that the day is not lost. 

The base oi llic Lniccade is si.\ miles from Luchon. 
For some distance the road runs up the Vallee du Lys, 
whose continuance merits a separate excursion. Then 
we turn off, under the old border-tower of Castel Vieil, 
and soon the carriage is dodging up a cliffy hill, the road 
hooded with beeches and pines and playing majestic 
hide-and-seek with the sharp mountains ahead. It is only 
an hour and a half, and we are at the Hospice de France. 
Here the road ends. The horses stop before the plain 
stone structure, low, heavily built, and not surpassingly 
commodious, and we alight to prepare for the climb. The 
building is owned by the Commune of Luchon, which 
rents it out under conditions to an innkeeper; and its 
ol)ject, like that of the St. Bernard, is to serve as a refuge 
for those crossing the pass near which it lies. There are 
no monks in it, however ; it is simply a rough mountain 
posada^ offering a few poor beds in emergencies, and 



3tO A MIDSUMMER DRIVE THROUGH THE PYRENEES 



finding its chiefer lifework in purveying to the Luchon 

tourists. 

The hospice is situated in a dcL j) basin of mountains 
open only on the I.uchon side. Directly in front i>f it. 
high abow is located tlic |)ass rjfefed to, — the J^ort 
de V^enasque '. the notch in the rh.iin trom which the 
Maladetta is so strikingly revealed. It is itself anotiicr 
noted excursion from l.uchon. A great sweep of rocky 
ridgcb rises to it, nut perinndicular but sharply in- 
clined. There is a savage bhick. jiinnaclc sliooting up 
on the left, remarkable tor its ancoinjjronit^ing cone of 
rock, its rejection of all the refinements of turf and 
arbor and even of sno«r. This is the Pic de ia Piquf, 
On the right starts up another summit, sharp al$o» 
though less precipitous ; and the short ridge between 
the two has in it the notch, itself not to be seen from 
below, which constitutes this pass, the gateway into 
Spain, — the Port de V^nasque. 

This is one of the most used of all these mouotatn 
portals ; hundreds of persons cross it annually, herdsmen, 
mule-drivers, merchants with their small caravans of 
h )r> >, .Spanish visitors coming to Luchon, French tourists 
seeking the view of the Maladetta, — and most often of 
all, despite surveillance, the shadowy contraband ista, 
whose vigilance is greater than the vigilance of the law 
and the custom-house. We ran plainly trace the path 
as it zigzaiis tijiward o\ t r the snow and deliris, and can 
outline ils general course until it vanishes into the break 
ill the ridge. The line of the ridge itself is just now cut 
out clearly against the sky, but soft iiuff^ and ponpons of 
cloud are loitering near it with evident intentions. 

But our present quest is the Ent^cadc. This moun- 
tain stands fariiier lo the leii in the circle of tl»e ba^iti ; 
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its own flanks hide its suiiunit from the hollow, so we go 
forth not knowing vvhcihcr into the blue or the grey. 
Impedimenta are abandoned, sticks are grasped, and the 
guide leads to the assault. 

The path turns to the rear of the hospice and crawls 
up a green slope, commanding finely the black sugar>loaf 
of the Pic de la Pique opposite. As we advance, the mist 
has finally closed in upon the crest of the Venasque pass 
at its right ; the ridge is completely hidden, and we 
turn and look ahead, somewhat solicitous for our own 
prospects. Before us, up the mountain, long streamers 
of hostile vapors are swinging over the downs, trailing to 
the ground and at times brushing i!o\vn to our own level ; 
but the wind keeps hunting them off, and so far their 
tenure is hopefully precarious. There is scarcely a tree 
above the hospice ; we have left the line even of pines. 

An hour passes. We come to a table-land stretching 
lengthily forward, covered with the greenish yellow of 
pastures, and alive with cattle browsing on a sparse turf. 
The way winds on among the herds ; we form in close 
marching order, with the guide in front and spiked staffs 
ready for use ; for these neighbors are a trifle wild and 
not used to strangers. They feed un uncont ernedly, 
jangling their bells, but one or two of the bulls cast 
inquiring glances upon us, and we prudently retire to our 
pockets the bright red sashes bought in Cauterets until 
we have passed the zone of porterhouse. 

In this plateau is a boundary>stone, and we pass anew 
into Spain, — stopping to cross and recross the frontier 
several times, with grave ceremony, and to the uncon- 
cealed mystification of the guide. The path slopes up 
again, passes a dejected little mountain tarn, and another 
half hour brings us to the final cone, the summit just 
M 
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mciljcad. The mists are still whirling down, but as 
often lift again ; the Pic de la Pique has disappeared 
under a berret of cloud, but other and greater peaks 
beyond it are still cloudless ; so, as we push on up the 
last slope of rock and scramble upon the summit, we see 
that the panorama is not gone after all and that the 
climb will have its reward. 

For the view is a wide one from the Pic d'Ent^ade. 
The summit, 7300 feet above the sea, is an island in a 
circle of valleys. The hospice basin has dwindled into 
insignificance. Behind is the trough of the Luchon de- 
pression, its floor invisible but the main contour trace- 
able for miles. The Valley of Aran, which opens out 
below us on the east, shows the fullest reach in the view ; 
its entire course lies under the eye, and the lines of rivers 
and roads are marked as on a map, while we count no less 
than fourteen villages sjiotting its bottom and sides. Be- 
yond and about roll the mountains, in swells and billows 
of green, rougliening into grey and the finishing white. 

But it is their culminating summit at the right that 
at once absorbs attention ; it is the monarch of the 
Pyrenees ; we are looking at last upon the Maladctta. 
It stands in clear ^■ie\v before us, well defined though 
(ii^iant. It i.s rather a mass than a mouniam , it shows 
no accented, unified form ; the wide crests rise irregu- 
larly from its wider shoulders of granite and glacier, 
and fairly blaze for the moment in the break of sun* 
light. 

At nearer quarters, as from the Port de V^nasque, the 
true dimensions of the Maladetta are better realized. 
There one sees it from across a single ravine, as the 
Jungfrau is seen from the Wengern Alp. But here from 
the Ent^cade also, we can seize well its proportions,— 
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" In bulk as huge 
Ai whom the fables name of monxtitmx size, 
Tiunian or EartH-boro, that warr'd on Jove." 

The highest point of the Maladetta, the Pic de N^thou, 
is 1 1,165 feet above the sea. The mountain has always 
been regarded superstitiously ; the name itself, — Maia' 
dtHa^ MaudU^ the Accursed,~tells of the traditions of the 
mountaineers. For long, no one dared the ascent. 
Ramond finally attempted it in 1787, but failed to gain 
the highest point. In 1834, a party renewed the 
attempt, and were worse than unsuccessful, for one of 
the guides, Barreau by name, was lost, — precipitated 
into a crevasse almost before the eyes of his son, — and 
the l)odv was never recovered. This added to the evil 
repute of the nKjiintain ; yenrs jinssed before the crags- 
men would have anvthin^i furtlu-r to do witli it. It was 
not until 1H42 that M. de Franqucvilie, a French gen- 
tleman, accompanied by M. Tchihatclieft, a Russian 
naturalist, and by three determined guides, success- 
fully gained the summit, — taking four days and three 
nights for the enterprise. Since then the ascent iia.s a 
number of times been made. 

This mountain is said to give forth at times a low 
murmuring sound distinctly audible. 

** There is sweet music here that softer falls 
Than petal from blown roses on the grats, 
Or ai^t-dews oft still wsttis betwoea walla 
Of shadowy gianite in a gleaming pass.** 

'* One of the most impressive features of the scene on the 
ridge of V^nasque on this memorable morning,** so re- 
lates one £. S., a traveler of sixty years ago, "was the 
peculiar, solemn noise emitted from the mountain. The 
only sound which broke upon our silence while we stood 
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before it without exchanging a word, was an uninter* 
nipted, melancholy mourning, a sort of i£olian, atrial 
tone» attributable to no visible or ostensible cause.* The 
tradition of the Egyptian statue responding to the first 
rays of the morning sun came forcibly to my recoUec- 
tion. In her voice, this queen of the Pyrenees ' Prince 
Memnon's sister might beseem,' and superstition if not 
philosophy might have persuaded some that this sudden 
glare of brightness and warmth, glistening with in- 
creasing intenseness on every ridge and eastern surface, 
might call forth some corresponding vibrations, and 
therefore that the plaintive tones we heard were in fact 
a sort of sympathetic music, — ^the Maladetta's morning 
hymn." 

Far to the west, over other ranges, the guide points 
out the glaciers of Mont Perdu and the Vigneinale. We 
are looking off also from this point upon the beginnings 
of Aragon and of Catalonia ; there is nothing smiling 
about Spain as seen from the Enteeade; sterile hills 
solely heap tliemselves to the horizon. 

We linger on the small knoll, a few feet only in width, 
which caps the mountain beneath us. Clouds scud over 
the summits and pass on, and turn by turn we have seen 
the full view. Finally they come streaming in more 
resolutely, and eventually defeat the breeze; then we 
turn downward at last, at a brisk pace, race down the 
slopes and re-enter France ; and warily recrossing the 
long pasture of the comiculates, hasten on until the 
hospice appears in sight once more below. 

It is far past mid-day now, and we are more than 
ready for suggestions of alimentation. There is a shel- 

^**E4Hnburgk Iftw Fkibfopkual jMimat, No. XVI; Tke Pe^ 
tttHar N0itei Heard m JffitmUuMt.*' 
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tered table with benches just out of doors before the 
hospic^ and here we seat ourselves, flanked by with two 
massive dogs, and soon are discussing a nondescript 
repast which is too late for lunch and too early for din- 
ner but which is remarkably appetizing in either view. 
An hour later, we are again in Luchon, greeted by the 
deferential head-waiter of the Richelieu, whose starchy 
bosom expands with hourly welcome for each who comes 
or who returns. 

VIII. 

There ire divers other trips near l.uchon which should 
be taketi by the time-wealthy. It is a centre of more 
excursions than any of the otlier resorts ; to count those 
which are fre's recommaniu'is. alone needs all the fingers. 
I'Iktc i-s the nun li praised drive into the Vallcc du I.ys, 
with its white cascades, its " Gulf of Hell," its fine view 
of the ice-wastes of the Crabioules. I'hcre is the ascent 
to Superbagneres, an easy monticule overshading Luchon, 
whose view is ranked with that from the Bergonz. There 
is the day's ride through the Valley of Aran, which opened 
out below us from the Ent^cade, — ^a truly Spanish valley, 
though in France ; its natives, its customs, its inns, all 
Hispanian, and unwontedly unconventional. There is 
the ride and climb to the Lac d'Oo, a mate of the trip 
from Cauterets to the Lac de Gaube. And for a longer 
jaunt, one can remount to the Port de Venasque and 
pierce down upon the Spanish side to the village of 
Venasque itself, returning next day by another port and 
the Frozen Lakes. Or this trip can be prolonged by 
making the tour of the Maladetta, passing on from 
Venasque entirely around that mountain system and re- 
turning within the week by still another route to Luchon. 
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The views on this last tuur are described as remarkable, 
though it is a trip seidoro made ; the accommodation is 
doubtless uncomforting, but the tour, in outline at least, 
strongly resembles the tour of Mont Blanc, which ranks 
with the finest excursions in the Alps. 

In short, there is a bewilderment of alternatives, each 
of the first rank in interest and heavily endorsed. 
I.uchon is as easily the belle of the spas in location as 
in beauty ; and nnr mii/ht strongly susj)cct that the 
charms of it-> climbs cure quite as many ills as its 
sprintjs. (iood as the waters may be, one tlocs not be- 
come well by drinking merely, and silting in wait for 
health ; it needs precisely the invigoration of these 
tempting outings to quicken languid pulses and inspire 
sluggish systems. 

Even in winter, many of these Pyrenees mountain- 
trips are entirely practicable. The Cirque of Gavarntc 
is reputed a double marvel under a winter robe, when 
its cascades are stiffened into ice and the eye is lost in 
the sweep of the snow-fields. Cauterets is hospitable 
throughout the winter, and so are both of the Eaux. 
Even the Vignemale has been ascended of a Febni.iry, 
and the more ordinary excursions can be undertaken in 
nil seasons. One cannot help thinking that the invalid 
of Pan's winter colony could better tell over the bene- 
fits of this Pyrenees climate if he would but test it, — if 
he would seek its pure, sharp, aromatic stimulus in in- 
roads upon the mountains themselves, in place of his 
mild promenadmgs along the Terrace in view of them 
with a heavy fur coat on his back and another on his 
tongue. 

The mountains are nearer hun, besides, than they 
formerly were. They have been opened to approach. 
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Once there was no Route Thermale over the cols ; no 
facile pass to Venasque or the Lac dc Oaube ; no iron 
bars in the difficult spots on the Pic du Midi d'Ossau. 
That day is gone l)y. Parts at least of the wild moun- 
tains are tamed ; danger has been driven back, hardly 
the daunt of diftirulty remains. D'Ktignv and Napo- 
leon and the Midi Railroad ha\ c smoothed all the ways ; 
there is no longer reason to dread the lumbering diligence, 
the rough char-roads, the pioneer cuttings through the 
[line-hrakes. The buovant mountain trips we have 
tou( hed upon, and more, are within almo>t instant call 
of every dis|)irited Pan valetudinary, and of farther 
travelers a» well. 'I'liey have but to go fortli and meet 
them. 

That this is becoming known is shown by the yearly 
increasing tide of visitors. The cultured modem world 
enjoys reading the book of nature, — especially so, pro* 
vided some one has cut the leaves. 

IX. 

In the evening, we repeat the stroll down the All^e 
d'^tigny. The lights twinkle brightly down upon the 
street ; the shops are open, the hotels lit up, the cafes 

most animated of all. Here on the sidewalks, around 
the little iron tables, sits Luchon, sipping its liqueurs 
and tasting its ices. It is the cafe-life of Paris in minia- 
ruro. — as chararterislirally French as in the capital. To 
" Paris, ctst la Frame" one might almost add, ** le cafi\ 
cest Paris." France would not be Frnnt e without it. 
It is its hearthstone, its debatmg-club, the matrix of all 
its national sentiments. 

There is an " eti(}uettc " of Continental drinks. By 
the initiate, the code is ngoroiisly observed ; each class 
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of Itcverapcs h;is its hotir and reason, and your true 
Frenchman would not dream of calling for one out of 
place and time. In the cafe-gardens of the large hotels 
you will see the waiter.^' trays bearing one set of labeled 
botilrs before dinner and another after ; one at mid-day, 
another in tiic evening. There is also a ritual <tf mix- 
ing ; syrups and lajueurs ail have their chosen males 
and are never mismated. 

From an intelligent waiter in Lyons, a double fee 
extracted for me on one occasion some curious if un- 
profitable lore on the subject, since expanded by further 
queryings. The potations in demand divide themselves, 
it appears, into two main classes : ap/riti/s and digtsii/s. 
The former are simply appetizersp usually of the bitters 
class, and are taken before meals. The latter, as their 
name shows, come after the repast, for some supposed 
effect in aiding digestion. These liquors are often eX" 
ceedingly strong, but it is to be remembered that the 
quantities taken are minute; when brought not mixed 
with water or syrups, a unit portion might hardly fill a 
walnut shell. 

The favorite aperitifs arc : Prj^e in 

centimes.* 

Alwinthe, mixed with Oi^^ and sdtzer-water, 50 
Bitter, " ♦* Curft^eo 50 

Vermouth. " Cassis 40 

" Cura9ao 40 

" 

" Ciomme 40 

AraerlMwn/* ♦* Curasao " " " 50 

( '.rcnadinc 60 

*' " '■ Siroj) ordinaire " 50 

.Ma<k;r.'\, Malay.t, Fronlignaa, Hyrrh, i^hiina <>r 

Katatia, iinmixed, ...... 60 

♦ A centime is one-tifth of a cent. 
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After meal-time come the digestif a 

rricc. 

C urasao Ft>kyM, unraixtKl, . ... 60 

Maraschino, " , .... 60 

Kamme], '* 30 

KinchwsHfcr, " $<> 

Chart rt-nve. " (yellow wr gKeii,) . 60 or So 

Anisette, with ^clt/er, ..... 80 

Mcnthc, (rcppcrmint,) unmixed, or with seltzer, 50 

Mamgnui, or goblet of black coffee, with water, 40 

Cafe noir, or small cup of black coffee, . 35 

with Co^jnac, 50 

Limonade gaieuse, ...... 40 

Biire. Ix>ck or ordinaire, 30 



Later in the evening, the ices come into play ; return- 
ing from concert or promenade, one can choose from 
the following to recruit the wasted frame : 

I'rite. 



horl>ct au Ktn>ch, ...... 80 

" *• Rhum 80 

Maraschino 80 

Bavaroise au lait, 60 

" a h» vanillc, ..... 70 

** au chuculat, ..... 70 
Glace vanitle or other flavors^ . • 5u sn^ 75 

Cafe gW, SO 

Crock or Punsch 60 

And last, the inevitable 

Eau Hucree, with urange-llower, • • • 3S 



The above sketchy division may perhaps add to the 
visitor's alien interest in Continental caf^-ltfe, showing 
something of its system and rationale. These elaborate 
and varied concoctions, noxious and innoxious, are not, 
it must be understood, tossed off in the frenzied instan* 
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taneity of the American mode; before a tiny glassful 
of Curasao or sugar and water, the Gallic " knight of 
the round table*' will sit for hours in utter content, 
reading the papers, talking, smoking, or clicking the 
inoffensive domino. Intoxication is almost unknown in 
the better caf^s ; their patrons may sear their oesophagi 
with hot Chartreuse, derange the nerves with Absinthe, 
stimulate themselves hourly with their little cups of 
black ( ')ffce and brandy ; but they never get drunk. 
Frenchmen are temperate, even in their intenn)eran<:e. 
An Fnt^bsh gin-mill atul probably an American bar 
cau&cb more bcsotment than a dozen French cafes. 
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" How the golden light 
On tho6e mounbun-topsi makes them strangely bright." 

—The Pyrcntes Herdsman. 

We revolve an unhappy fact, as we ramble on along 
the brilliant Allie, this clear summer evening. We are 
no longer among the timC'irealthy. With Barcelona and 
the Mediterranean in prospect, we cannot draw further 
in Luchon upon our reserve of days. The evening is 
flawless ; the stars blaze overhead like the burst of a 
rocket ; the promise of the morrow is beyond doubt, and 
the Col d'Aspin is yet to be reconquered. W'e come back 
across the i)ark to our plertsint rooms in the Richelieu ; 
and a conclave ends in a summons to a livL-ry-man and the 
order for carnages for a to-morrow's return to Bigorre. 

Early rising is therefore enforced, without regard to 
resentment, the next morning, for we are to drive through 
within the day, nuL luak.ag a night's break ab before at 
Arreau. There are thus the two hard cols to cro^s, one 
in the forenoon, the other in the afternoon ; and the 
horses must have a long mid-day rest to accomplish the 
task. So the All^e d'^tigny is just taking down the 
shutters, as we prepare to drive aw a) from the hotel ; the 
dew is still dampening the walks ; domestics are scour- 
ing entrance-ways and windows, a few early guides and 
drivers look wistfully at the departing possibilities. We 
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are unfeignedly sorry to leave Luchon. But we exult in 
compensation over an unclouded day for the Cold' Aspin. 

B) the usual mysterious Contioental system of tele- 
graphy, the fact has spread that we are going, and even 
at this unseasonable hour the entire working force of the 
Richelieu, porticr, waiter, head-waiter, maids, buttons, 
bnot : and bagsman line up to do us reverence. We pass 
from hall to carriages through a double row of expectants. 
It is a veritable running of the gauntlet, save that in run- 
ning it we give rather than receive. Unlike recipients in 
most other parts of Euroije, however, the servants here 
have the air of expecting rather th.-n of demanding, and 
take what is given more as a gift than as a right. So we 
depart in the comfortable glow of benefaction, rather than 
in the calmer consciousness of indebtedness baldly paid. 

We reach tbe foot of the first col, the Peyresoorde, 
with views at the left of the distant glaciers above the 
Lac d'Oo, wind up to the crest as the morning wears on, 
and by noon have scudded down by the other side and 
are again at Arreau. It is a f^te-day throughout France, 
and as we drive into the town we find the plain little 
street transformed into a bloom of flags and flowers and 
tri-colorcd bunting. On every side, as we stroll out later 
from the inn, the shops and houses are fluttering the red, 
the white and the blue, colors as dear to the American 
eye as to the French. Boughs and garlands festoon the 
archways; the neighborhood has flocked to the town in 
holiday finery, the cabarets or taverns are driven with 
custom, the nun-like town is become a masqucracler. 
The scene is so different from that of the cold, grey 
morning on \\ hich \vc left for Luchon, that we vividly 
see how impressions of place as of person may change 
with the change of garb and mood. 
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The air is wann, even sultry, but not oppressive. In 
fact, the thermometer has not throughout the tour given 

any markedly choleric displays of temper. The Pyrenees, 
lying as they do so far toward the south, had held for us 
vague intimations of southern heat : linked closely in 
latitude with the Riviera and with mid-Italy, we had half 
feared to find them linked as well with Mediterranean 
and Italian temperatures, and so far ill adapted for 
summer traveling. But the fear was uncalled for. The 
weather has, on infrequent days, been undeniably warm, 
but no warmer than the summer heat of the vaileys 
of the Alps or the Adirondacks. In fact, as a matter of 
geography, the Pyrenees lie in the same northerly latitude 
as the Adirondacks themselves. In point of elevation 
above the sea, the belt, even is its lowlands, is every- 
where higher than the neighboring parallels of Nice or 
Florence ; the air is fresher, shade and breeze are more 
abundant, as always among mountains ; our trip, aiding 
to verify this, convinces us that apprehensions as to 
excess of heat will here find gratifyingly little fulfilment 

II. 

We beguile the three hours' wait with a lunch, a walk, 

and an idiot beggar with an imposing wen or goitre. This 
creature crouches persistently by the carriages while the 
horses are reharnessed and we np- tiking our places. 
The form is misshapen, the face distorted and scarcely 
human ; we can get no ansucr irom the mumbling lips 
save a sputter of gratitude for our sous ; it is cretinism, 
hideous, hopeless, a horror among these beautiful valleys, 
yet as in the Alps pitifully common. 

In the presence of this frightful disease, destroying 
every semblance of fair humanity, one can see some 
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reason also (or the belief in witchcraft and diabolism 
once so intense in the Pyrenees. If the body and mind 
of an " innocent " can thus come to part with the last 
vestige of its holy lineage, the soul of a " wu ked " mieht 
with good reason seem to be caj)able of growing intu lull 
fellowship with the devil himself. So late as 1824, not 
far from this spot, th^y nearly burned an old woman for 
alleged sorceiy ; and in 1862, one was actually to bttined, 
in the town of Tarbes, a few leagues away. This super- 
stition of witchcraft has here been strong in all eras, but 
it is at last becoming extinct ; cretinism, as anachronous 
and as horrible, — a fact, not a superstition, — remains 
unaccounted for and unlessened. 

III. 

By four o'clock, we are at the base of the Col 
d'Aspin and commence on the long curves that lead to 
its top. The valley behind extends as we rise ; new 
breaks and depressions appear, branching off right and 
left on all sides. After a half hour, peaks begin to 
peep over the hills at our rear; they come up one by 
one into sight, e;u h whiter and sharper than the last, 
until the southern line is a serrate row of them, gradually 
lifted wholly above the nearer hills. 'I'he jiromised 
panorama is truly takniL' shape. W'c near at length the 
crest of the col. The I'u du Midi de liigorre will loom 
up beyond it, unclouded to-day, the drivers assure us, and 
we watch for a glimpse at last of that mythical peak, 
which we have skirted in cloud from Bareges to Bigorre 
and never yet once seen. We are just below the top of 
the col ; twenty feet farther will place the carriages on 
the summit, whenlo, a huge rounded dome begins to rise 
slowly up beyond the edge, and as we advance lifts 
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itself into the full fonn of the long sought Pic, — ten 
miles away to the west, yet looming out as clearly as if 
but across the valley. It stands alone against the hori- 
zon ; there is no summit near to rival it ; the sides arc 
dark and steep and almost snowlcss ; the summit is 
looking down upon Gavarnie, — upon Pau, — upon the 
wide march of the plains of France, — as ujjon us on the 
Col d'Aspin, eying us with its stony Pyrenean stare. 

Ik'hind, the southern view is now in its entirety. The 
full line of the Arreau and lAichon depressions is trace- 
able, and of all their tributaries as well ; the giant humps 
of the hills marshaled to form their walls. The separate 
pinnacles hejond them are countless. The chief array 
is compacted directly south, a fraise of bristles number* 
ing the white Crabioules, the Pic des Posets, the Monts 
Maudits,— and at the left the summits of the Maladetta, 
a ** citadel of silver " in a sky of gold, its glaciers fierce 
against the late afternoon sun. 

At the right above the col is a wider point of view ; 
we ascend for some twenty minutes over the pastures to 
the top, led by a herd-boy. The view now sweeps a 
new quarter of the horizon^-^that of the northeast ; and 
the full plain of Toulouse is spread at our feet, shading 
off in the far distance into a faint hazy transparence 
where a few soft clouds seal it to the line of the sky. 

" Not vainly did the early Penian make 

His altar the high places aiul the peak 
Of earth-o'ergaxing mountains." 

The Dark Ages were strangely dark in one respect: 
they had forgotten the admiration for Nature. Save 
as to unaccustomed manifestations,^-quakes and comets 
and like portents, — they seem to have noticed little of 
her higher or more unfamiliar moods. The sensation 
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of the sublime was not in their range of emotions ; it 
is distinctively a modem growth. Froissart traveled 
through this region on his way to Orthez ; the Pyrenees 
peaks were in sight before him, day after day, near and 
di'^tnnt ; and they shone upon him for weeks from the 
hilis about Gaston's castle. Not once does he mention 
their i^resc-nre to admire it. Scarcely once do other 
writers of his or neighboring centuries notice even their 
existence, except as hunting-grounds or boundary-lines ; 
" U spectacle des Alpes ne dit rien <i Racine, et I 'aspect da 
glaciers fait /raid d M<»Ua$gne.** All the historians of the 
time of Henry IV speak of his having been bom in ** a 
country harsh and frightful," — " itn pays aspre et afreux** 
Even the early troubadours and trouv^res, poets and 
rhapsodistSy loving to admire and enlarge and extol, 
are silent concerning the mountains. Oespourrins, the 
poet of the Pyrenees, sang of love and lyric inspiration ; 
but he rarely looked up to seek the higher inspiration 
of their hills and snows. It is inexplicable that the 
power of the sublime should have been withheld from 
the age of romance and poetry and nearness to nature, 
and bestowed in growing measure upon our commercial 
and unenthusiastic era. It is not all wholly prosaic, after 
all, this nineteenth century of onrs, when it has so ardently 
this high emotion, scorned by its intenser predecessors. 

As we descend to tlie carriages, facing another tall 
Pic \vhi( h shoots up from the farther side of the col, the 
sun has nearcd the clouds in the west ; it strikes the 
far-off Maladetta glaciers with a light no longer white, 
but rose-tinted ; the snows gh)\v softly under i: like fields 
of tremulous flame ; the nununams gleam almost as 
something supernal, as we lake a final gaze before 
turning away down the valley. 
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IV. 

It U the last of our midsummer drive through the 
Pyrenees. We realize it almost suddenly, and with re- 
gret. We seek to absorb and enjoy every minute as we 
drive down the long hills and on through the Vale of 
Cam pan in the evening light toward Bigorre. It is a 
chaotic, delightful array of memories that our minds are 
whirling over and over in their busy hoppers, — incidents 
and scenes, grains of legend, kernels of history, gleanings 
of quick, nearer life,^all the intermingled associations 
now sown for us over the region. 

Instinctively we summon up recollections of the Alps 
for comparison with the mountains we arc le aving. And 
the comparison is not found to be entirely a sacrilege. I'he 
Alps arc first and jjrecminent among European moun- 
tains ; the repose of their immensity, the sense of power, 
the indefinable spell they exert, lesser ranges cannot in 
general features attempt to rival. But this is not to say 
that a lesser r.ingc is a wholly inferior range, — that 
even in this effect of immensity, of power, ii may not at 
certain points bear almost full comparison. The Py- 
renees, we agree, are far from lacking material for a 
parallel. As we think of the briefly glimpsed ctiifs of 
the Pic du Midi d'Ossau, or of the ice-fields seen about 
the Balaltous, the Vtgnemale, theTaillon, the Crabtoules, 
we set them in thought almost against the crags of the 
Mont Cervin, or the Eismeer and the glaciers of the 
Bernina. We instance, as Alpine impressions, the pros- 
pects, among others, from the Aubisque and the 
Ent^cade ; the snow-peaks, named and unnamed, in 
their sight, the heights and depths revealed by the view. 
We traverse again the gorges leading to Eaux Chaudcs 
and Cauterets, and the winding road through the Chaos ; 
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we confront the amazing wall of the Cirque of (iavarnie. 
which has nothing of its own order in Switzerland 
that is even commensurate ; we rehearse the acronnt 
of the scaling of Mont Perdu and of the outltn^k 
from its sinnniit, ;is first recorded by Rarnond nearly a 
century since, when he finally succeeded in that initial 
ascent ; we recall the descriptions of the illuniiablc 
desolations of the Maladetta fa&tnesscs, more recently 
explored by Packe and Rassell; and while theie are 
single eflfects, and those of the Alps are beyond count, 
they are in character not to be excluded from almost 
equal rank. And over all the lowlands we throw 
that luxuriance of vegetation and of foliage, and a 
certain softness and richness of landscape, which can- 
not be found nearer the north, and which, in the 
contrast with the snow-peaks in sight beyond adds so 
strangely to the lieight and aloofness of the latter,— 
as in the view of the Pic de Ger from £aux Bonnes, 
and the wider swecj) from the Pau Terrace or the Col 
d'Aspin behind In fine, as genial Inglis long ago 
made summary, "the traveler who is desirous of seeing 
all the various charmn of mountain scenery, must visit 
holii Switzerland and tlie Pyrenees. He must not content 
h.imself with believing that having seen Switzerland he 
has seen all that mountain scenery can offer. This 
would be a false belief. He who has tra\ ersed Switzer- 
land throughout has indeed become familiar with scenes 
whicli cannul iierhaps be ecjualed in any otiicr country 
in the world ; and he need not travel in search of finer 
scenes of the same order. But scenes of a different 
order, — of another character,— await him in the Tyie- 
nees ; and until he has looked upon these, he has not 
enjoyed all the charms which mountain scenery is 
capable of disclosing to the lover of nature/' 
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Lights twinkle out everywhere over the valley, as we 
roll on toward Digorre ; every village and hamlet we 
pass is aglow with colored lanterns and varied illumina- 
tions, and all the Pyrenees seem to be keeping high 
holiday. Stalwart songs are resounding from porches 
and through the windows of the local cafes when the car- 
riages reach Ste. Marie ; we respond with the notes of 
AmerUa, as we drive out from the village, and catch an 
answering cheer in return. Everyone is determinedly 
happy, l>ut happy or not, they have always a good word 
for our country. Other songs and scenes are caught as 
we whirl on over the valley-road and through the settle- 
ments ; peasants peer at us from the wayside or from the 
occasional chalets near by, with pleasant salute and good 
wishes. At last, and with real regret, we have reached 
our destination ; Bagneres de Bigorre is before us, and 
we are speed- 
ing into its 
streets. 

It is here 
that we find 
the climax of 
the fete. The 
entire Prome- 
nade desCous- 
tous is a blaze 
of light. Arch- 
es have been 
erected, rows o 
liny glass lamps 
swing across from the trees. 

flags and bunting stream out over the music-stand 
an<l the hotels and shops on each side. The place is a 
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mass of people; the bordering cafes arc thronged; the 
band is playing clearly above the hum and buzz, anfl as 
we enter the street it happcn«i to be just striking the signal 
for the Marseillaise. In an instant, the thousands of 
throats join in the sound ; the roll of song deepens to a 
diapason ; the solemn, forceful inarch of the melody is 
irresistible; all France seems to be joining with prayer 
and power in her loved anthem. 

(Hiickiy wc have greeted our welconiinii hostess once 
more, congraUilaicd the drivers for llicu i^ood day's 
work, and hurried out to the Coustous, — there to sit and 
sip ices and steep in the exhilaration of the festival until 
far into the night. 

And so ends our mountain faring ; and when, the next 
day, we turn to the morning train for Toulouse and the 
open plain, it is with anticipation still, yet with an un- 
repressed sigh at leaving these mountains and laughing 
valleys of the Pyrenees, of whose charms we had once 
so inadequately known. 
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